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Since  the  heginning  of  time,  the  human  race  has  heen  beset  with  the  scourge  of  world  conflict. 
Though  man  has  utilized  his  inventive  genius  to  the  full,  his  intellectual  reasoning  has  not  kept  pace 
with  scientific  ability.  Wars,  destructive  and  wasteful,  have  ravaged  the  earth  in  every  generation. 

Today  we  are  confronted  with  a  weapon  against  which  there  is  no  known  defense ;  a  weapon 
that  potentially  has  the  power  to  destroy  the  earth.  With  the  unleashing  of  the  destructive  powers  of 
the  atom,  we  stand  at  a  fork  in  the  highway  of  life,  that  leads  to  wondrous  prosperity  or  to  oblivion. 

It  is  therefore  incumbent  upon  us,  who  have  seen  the  results  of  the  negligence  and  indifference 
of  the  League  of  Nations,  to  institute  a  system  of  world  control  that  will  insure  to  our  descendants 
a  world  where  the  principles  of  the  Atlantic  Charter  shall  reign  supreme. 

The  meetings  of  the  United  Nations  herald  a  new  era  in  the  history  of  the  world,  an  era  when 
man  may  at  last  realize  the  dream  of  lasting  peace.  A  world  government,  conceived  in  liberty  and 
instituted  for  the  sole  purpose  of  maintaining  world  peace,  is  the  only  solution  to  the  myriad  prob- 
lems that  call  for  our  attention  at  the  present  time.  The  prayers  of  a  suffering  world  are  for  the 
delegates  to  the  United  Nations'  Organization,  for  only  through  world  cooperation  can  we  ever  hope 
to  free  the  oppressed  minorities  from  the  chains  of  the  tyrant's  yoke. 

There  can  be  no  denial  of  the  sad  fact  that  in  Palestine,  Greece  and  Indonesia  there  exists  the 
same  type  of  dictatorial  oppression  as  in  the  Axis  nations  during  the  war.  Those  who  were  willing 
to  sacrifice  their  very  lives  for  the  principles  of  democracy,  are  today  being  deprived  of  these  same 
principles  for  the  benefit  of  imperialistic  colonial  expansion.  It  would  be  sheer  hypocrisy  to  cry 
"Liberty,  equality  and  peace"  and  close  our  ears  to  the  bitter  groans  of  our  dying  people. 

A  world  organization,  a  true  United  Nation's  Organization,  must  have  the  power  to  avert 
such  heartless  brutality.  With  a  military  arm  placed  at  its  disposal,  equipped  to  rain  atomic  death 
on  any  aggressor,  no  nation  would  dare  to  violate  international  law  and  brave  the  wrath  of  an 
aroused  world. 

Now,  more  than  at  any  other  time  in  the  past,  education  will  play  a  leading  role  in  the  main- 
tenance of  the  peace.  The  sense  of  brotherhood  taught  in  schools,  will,  in  the  coming  years,  result 
in  better  understanding  and  in  the  stabilization  of  international  relationships.  Education  aind  vigi- 
ilance,  hand  in  hand,  will  be  the  deciding  factors  in  the  attempt  of  mankind  to  settle  international 
disputes  without  war  and  strife,  and  will  keep  man  on  the  road  to  peace.  Force  and  knowledge 
together  form  an  invincible  combinatoin  that  will  truly,  "proclaim  liberty  throughout  the  land  and 
unto  all  the  inhabitants  thereof." 

It  is  to  these  principles,  to  international  goodwill,  to  a  forceful  United  Nation's  Organization 
which  alone  can  save  mankind  from  the  threat  of  war,  to  the  disapjjearance  of  colonial  exploitation 
from  the  international  scene,  and  to  the  ideology  of  peace,  that  this  Elchanite  is  dedicated. 
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Dear  Reader: 

Throughout  the  years  of  Tahnudical  Academy's  existence,  the  Elchanite  has  shone  forth  as 
the  crowning  achievement  of  each  senior  class.  It  has  been  the  final  contribution  of  the  many  classes 
who  worked  and  joked  together  through  four  long  year  of  high  school.  Into  its  contents  has  gone  the 
cream  of  T.A.  talent,  and  with  each  issue  the  steady  progress  of  our  school  can  be  traced. 

This  term's  yearbook  has  not  succeeded  because  of  some  miracle  of  G-d.  It  has  come  through 
because  of  the  work  and  sweat  put  into  it  by 'a  few  individuals,  in  an  all  out  effort  to  show  the  world 
a  real  accomplishment.  It  has  been  my  great  privilege  to  ,have  worked  with  those  persons  who  have 
put  their  hearts  and  souls  into,  the  task  in  an  attmpt  to  make  our  yearbook  a  success. 

It  is,  therefore;  that  I  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  those  who  have  rendered  invaluable  serv- 
ice in  the  publication  of  our  Elchanite : 

ARTHUR  ROSENBERG 

As  Associate  Editor,-  Artie  lived  the  Elchanite  day  and  night.  His  all-around  versatility  in 
writing,  layout,  and  proof  reading  made  him  indispensable  to  the  success  of  our  magazine. 

SIDNEY  SCHWARTZ 

Although  he  played  a  vital  role  in  the  financial  life  of  the  Elchanite,  Sid  has  proven  himself 
equally  capable  with  his  literary  contributions. 

CARL  ROSENBERG 

Prothonotary.  The  dictionary  meaning  is  chief  clerk.  Besides  the  101  other  things  Carl  did,  this 
word  best  describes  his  invaluable  service.  .  ■!>  - 

ALBERT  MORGENSTERN 

To  him  we  are  indebted  for  making  this  Elchanite  an  artistic  accomplishment.  His  magnificent 
artwork  can  readily  be  seen  on  the  cover  and  throughout  all  the  book. 

MISS  ANNA  LEDERMAN 

We  are  deeply  grateful  for  her  generosity  in  donating  time  and  effort  to  the  typing  of  the 
Elchanite.  It  can  be  truthfully  said  that  without  her  aid  we  could  not  have  gone  to  press. 

MR.   EMANUEL  LEIBEL 

In  his  capacity  as  Senior  Faculty  advisor,  Wr.  Leibel  has  made  available  to  us  his  wise 
counsel  behind  which  there  lies  many  years  of  valuable  experience. 

On  behalf  of  the  entire  staff,  it  is  my  earnest    hope  tliat  you  will  enjoy  reading  the   1946 

Elchanite. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Jerry  Brickman,  Editor. 
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Of  1946 


My  dear  friends : 

You  entered  the  Yeshiva  at  a  time  when  the  entire  world  was  in  flames,  and  you  arc 
fortunate  to  graduate  at  a  time  when  peace  is  finally  declared.  But,  you  must  bear  in  mind  that 
the  Hebrew  word  for  "peace"  also  means  perfection,  for  we  cannot  experience  a  genuine  sense 
of  peace  unless  we  learn  to  become  more  perfect  in  our  thinking,  and  in  our  ways  of  life.  There 
cannot  be  any  inner  peace  unless  we  search  for  the  improvement  of  our  moral  personalities. 

As  Yeshiva  men,  you  have  been  instructed  that  peace  and  perfection  can  come  only  through 
divine  knowledge  and  Torah-living.  Moreover,  your  secular  learning  must  be  in  harmony  with  our 
traditional  philosophy  of  life.  Whatever  you  may  be  or  do,  in  the  future,  you  should  remember 
to  abide  by  the  mode  of  living  and  thinking  as  taught  to  you  within  the  four  walls  of  the  Yeshiva. 

I  congratulate  all  of  you,  and  may  the  Almighty  guide  your  path. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Samuel  Belkin 
President 
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Class  of  1946 

The  class  of  1946  is  the  twenty-eighth  to  complete 
its  high  school  course  of  studies  in  Talmudical  Academy 
since  its  founding  in  September,  1915.  Since  the  first 
graduating  class  in  1919,  which  consisted  of  but  a  mere 
six  students,  nearly  fifteen  hundred  young  men  have 
gone  forth  from  these  hallowed  walls  to  take  their 
places  alongside  the  hundreds  of  thousands  graduated 
from  the  public  and  private  high  schools  in  our  great 
metropolis  in  the  same  period  of  time.  If  it  were  merely 
a  question  of  numbers,  there  would  be  very  little  reason 
to  become  enthusiastic  about  1500  graduates  from  Tal- 
mudical Academy  as  against  hundreds-  of  thousands 
from  the  other  schools.  But,  fortunately,  it  is  not  quan- 
tity— a  mere  question  of  numbers — that  determines  the 
value  of  a  school  or  measures  its  contribution  to  the 
welfare  of  its  community  or  its  people,  but  rather  the 
quality  of  its  graduates,  their  achievements  after  leaving 
their  Alma  Mater.  It  is  precisely  in  this  respect  that 
Talmudical  Academy,  despite  its  relatively  small  num- 
ber of  graduates,  stands  out  as  a  beacon  of  shining  light. 

In  a  recent  tabulation  of  the  graduates  of  Talmudical  Academy,  the  astounding  facts  came  to 
light  that  upwards  of  ninety  per  cent  of  its  graduates  go  on  to  college  and  that  nearly  seventy  per 
cent  complete  their  college  education  and  obtain  the  baccalaureate  degrees.  This  represents  many- 
fold  the  number  from  other  high  schools. 

Another  discovery  gleaned  from  the  records,  and  this  one  is  of  special  significance  to  our 
people,  is  that  a  large  number  of  our  boys — a  little  over  forty  per  cent  have  gone  on,  either  in  our 
Yeshiva  or  in  other  Jewish  institutions  of  learning,  to  become  Rabbis,  teachers  and  administrators 
in  Hebrew  and  parochial  schools.  Many  are  in  the  legal  profession ;  quite  a  few  are  teachers 
and  supervisors  in  our  public  elementary  and  high  schools ;  some  are  physicians  and  dentists ; 
a  few  are  college  and  university  instructors  and  professors ;  a  large  number  are  in  business  and  in 
the  trades.  In  short,  the  Jewish  training  and  the  point  of  view  that  these  boys  received  in  our  in- 
stitution have  exerted  a  potent  influence  upon  every  stratum  of  Jewish  life  in  America  and 
have  served  as  a  leaven  in  awakening  the  Jewish  consciousness  of  our  brethren  throughout  the  land. 

It  devolves  upon  you,  the  graduates  of  1946,  to  continue  this  splendid  tradition  and  to  follow 
in  the  footsteps  of  your  predecessors.  During  your  four  year  stay  in  our  high  school  you  have  been 
trained  in  heart  and  mind  in  the  tenets  of  our  Torah  and  practices  of  our  people.  You  have  also 
been  given  a  thorough  grounding  in  the  rudiments  of  the  arts  and  sciences  in  preparation  for 
whatever  you  may  choose  to  follow.  You  have  been  taught  how  to  live  both  as  a  good  Jew  and 
a  loyal  and  devoted  American,  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  your  future  Hfe  will  reflect  credit  and 
honor  upon   our   people    and   your   Alma    Mater. 

Shelley  R.   Saphire 
Principal 
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Do  you  know  what  it's  like? 

Surmounting  a  mountain  peak. 
Only  to  have  to  start  all  over  again 
To  brush  with  life,  cheek  to  cheek 
With  armament  of  paper  and  pen-. 

Do  you  know  how  it  feels?.. 

To  have  faced  a  swelling  tide. 

But  to  have  nevertheless  withstood 

With  troubles  and  tribulations  at  your  side 

Caused  by  marks  that  were  never  too  good: 

And,  can  you  sense. 

The  joy  of  the  victorious  lad 

Who  can  now  say,  with  gay  nonchalance 

I've  suffered  it's  true. 

But  I  knew  I'd  pull  through 

It  wasn't  half  so  bad. 

Melvin  Cohen 
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Abraham  Adler 

1528  Charlotte  Street,  Bronx,  N.  Y. 


A  quiet,  diligent  fellow  who  manipulated 
Mr.  Abroms'  five  year  plan  into  three  and 
a  half  years.  Usually  found  in  the  library 
engrossed  in  the  study  of  the  Talmud.  He 
will  move  up  one  floor  to  Y.U.,  eventually  to 
issue  forth  into  the  world  as  a  Rabbi. 


James  Adler 

809  West  177th  St.,  New  York  33,  N.  Y. 


The  younger  member  of  the  Adler  duo 
comes  from  a  widely  travelled  family.  Quiet 
and  modest,  he  is  proud  of  his  collection  of 
classical  records,  and  also  likes  to  read.  He 
will  attend  Yeshiva  College,  and  hopes 
eventually  to  go  to  Palestine. 


Seymour  Aronson 

-14  Talcott,  New  Britain,  Conn. 


This  brilliant  and  unassuming  young  man 
appears  in  T.A.  through  the  courtesy  of 
New  Britain,  Connecticut.  He  majors  in  Eco- 
nomics during  his  English  periods.  He  has 
distinguished  himself  as  the  fellow  with  the 
right  answer  at  the  right  time.  Y.C.  will  snag 
him  next  year  for  a  future  of  Science. 


Sydvey  Bcish 

1500  Norman  i'laif.   Los  Angeles  33,  Calif. 


Sydney  has  travelled  some  three  thousand 
miles  from  California  to  attend  our  fair  in- 
stitution. He  has  a  passion  for  food  and  be- 
cause of  the  swift  and  efficient  way  in  which 
he  accomplishes  things,  intimates  call  him 
"SPEEDY".  He  plans  to  devote  the  next  four 
years  to  the  study  of  the  epicurean  art,  and 
incidentally  attend  T.I.  and  Y.U. 


Jit  cob  Beck 

1526  St.  Nicholas  Ave.,  New  York  City 


Joke  is  the  man  who  stayed  up  all  night 
working  on  the  Senior  Day  Play.  (N.B.A.— 
"No!")  Putting  his  abilities  as  a  debater  to 
use,  he  dabbled  in  politics  and  succeded  in 
becoming  school  treasurer.  He  is  a  logical 
candidate  for  the  rabbinate  and  Y.U. 


Jerry  Bricknniii 

2332  Walton  Ave.,  Bronx,  N.  Y. 


Jerry's  business  acumen,  coupled  with  his 
avidity  for  work,  has  made  his  a  superb 
Elchanite  Editor.  Besides  this  accomplish- 
ment Jerry  has  devoted  his  energies  to  his 
musical  studies  and  to  the  chairmanship  of 
the  Student  Library  Committee.  Either  Co- 
lumbia or  City  with  medicine  as  a  goal. 


'Ml 


Marvin  Brussels 

-45  Temple  Place,  Passaic,  N.  J. 


After  coming  from  far-off  Passaic,  New  Jer- 
sey, "Sprouts"  has  just  realized  a  great 
ambition  of  his  —  graduation  from  high 
school.  After  graduation,  he  Intends  to  go 
to  a  New  York  college  and  probably  major 
in  Science.  His  future  position  in  life  still 
remains  undecided. 


Alfred  Diller 


■923  Hoe  Ave.,  Bronx,  N.  Y. 


"Fritz",  with  his  perpetual  smile  and  sharp 
clothes  has  rendered  Invaluable  services  to 
T.A.  as  Chairman  of  the  War  Effort  Com- 
mittee and  by  working  in  Mr.  Abroms'  office 
and  Doc's  Library.  He  is  now  attending 
N.Y.U.,  toiling  for  his  C.P.A.  degree. 


Samuel  Dyen 

523  West  187th  St.,  New  York  33,  N.  Y. 


A  Manhattan  Boy  with  Mathematics  his  fa- 
vorite subject  and  chess  his  hobby.  Sam  has 
intentions  of  being  an  accountant.  He  has 
proven  himself  handy  with  a  basketball, 
and  shows  great  promise  for  a  college  var- 
sity. Because  of  his  name,  he  is  the  kind 
of  student  teachers  revel  in.  A  name  like 
that  comes  along  once  in  a  LIFEtlme. 


Joseph  Feder 

1  Balfour  Place,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


Sincere,  serious  Joe  always  has  room  for 
the  enjoyment  of  a  good  joke.  He  has  con- 
vinced Mr.  Abrams  and  his  fellow  students 
of  his  sincerity  in  the  study  of  the  Talmud. 
Joe  hopes  to  continue  his  Talmud  studies 
even  though  he  may  not  attend  Yeshivo 
College. 


Uriel  Federbiish 

■2105  Ryer  Ave.,  Bronx  57,  N.  Y. 


Urie  is  a  very  reticent  student  who  is  usually 
found  hunched  over  the  New  York  Times. 
During  his  stay  in  T.A.,  he  has  expressed 
his  ambition  of  climbing  to  the  peak  of  the 
medical  profession.  He  is  now  about  to  en- 
ter U.C.L.A.  in  order  to  prepare  himself  for 
this  calling. 


William  Fertig 

670  Oak  Street,  San  Francis 


Calif. 


Willie,  a  fresh  air  fiend  from  San  Francisco, 
loves  to  take  long  walks  and  play  tennis. 
An  avid  reader  of  books  (short  ones  only), 
he  dislikes  long  class  periods.  Willie  plans 
to  go  to  Yeshiva  University  to  become— A 
Teacher!  (Poor  Boy) 


Leo  Fisher 

565  West  190th  St.,  New  York  City 


Was  dubbed  "El  Pescador"  by  his  Spanish 
teacher.  Leo  is  i<nown  for  his  characteriza- 
tion in  an  Italian  accent.  He  intends  to  pur- 
sue his  Hebrew  courses  at  T.I.  and  secular 
studies  at  City  College,  where  he'll  major 
in  Business  Administration. 


David  Gindi 

-2144— 73rd  St.,  Brooklyn  4,  N.  Y. 


You'll  find  newcomer  Dave  attired  in  the 
latest  Paris  fashions.  He  is  often  called 
"Mahatma"  (Gindi).  Dave  and  his  clothes 
will  study  together  either  at  City  or  Brook- 
lyn College.  He  hopes  to  become  a  Public 
Accountant  or  a  French  teacher. 


Guideon  Goldman 

-245  West  75th  St.,  New  York  City 


This  tiny  character  slipped  into  our  class 
after  becoming  Vice  President  of  the  school. 
He  likes  lines  and  curves  (not  math).  He'll 
enter  City  College  through  the  back  door 
to  become  a  successful  millionaire.  His  am- 
bition is  to  be  as  tall  as  Stein. 


Samuel  Hciger 

594  Bedford  Ave.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


Sammy  does  Brooklyn  a  favor  each  day  by 
coming  to  T.A.  in  Manhattan.  He  is  still  try- 
ing to  compose  music  that  is  original.  He'll 
probably  receive  the  Pulitizer  award  for 
sensational  .  .  .  "tall  stories."  He  makes  a 
perfect  foil  for  Max  Roth's  v/it.  His  destiny 
.  .  .  G-d  only  knows. 


Lester  Hering 

o 
120  Vermilyea  Ave.,  New  York  City 


"Fish"  is  the  executive  type,  very  lazy.  He 
made  his  reputation  as  War  Effort  Commit- 
tee Chairman,  collecting  over  $60,000  in 
War  Bonds.  He  is  going  to  C.C.N.Y.  and 
the  Jewish  Theological  Seminary  (traitor). 
His  ambition  is  to  be  a  social  worker. 


Dai/iel  Komsky 

1768  Weeks  Ave.,  Bronx,  N.  Y. 


Handsome  Danny  has  proven  his  basket- 
ball skill,  on  the  varsity  four  years,  and  as 
Captain  this  past  year.  A  class  politician,  he 
has  been  elected  President  of  his  class  reg- 
ularly every  term.  Very  versatile,  he  has 
shown  his  adeptness  at  everything  from 
sports  to  music.  Will  go  to  Y.U.  for  a  future 
of  .  .  .? 


Samuel  Kostman 

■5323  13th  Ave.,  Brooklyn,  N.  V. 


Sam  is  a  Brooklyn  (Bore  Park)  boy,  whose 
hobbies  are  reading  novels  and  going  to 
the  movies  ...  on  school  time.  His  Thespian 
talents  v/ere  readily  seen  in  T.A.  assemblies 
as  an  M.C.  and  comedian.  His  ready  wit 
has  caused  many  a  teacher  moments  of 
anguish.  Enters  Brooklyn  College  in  the  fall. 
Goal,  "New  York  Paramount  or  Bust." 


Lon  Laiier 

5100 — 15th  Ave.,  Brooklyn  19,  N.  Y. 


Lou  is  a  dark  skinned  fellow  who  will  be- 
come even  darker.  He  intends  to  hang  up 
his  lawyers  shingle  after  completing  Miami 
University.  During  his  stay  in  T.A.  he  has 
been  an  active  member  of  the  Academy 
News.  He  also  was  a  member  of  the  school 
basketball  varsity,  and  a  fly-by  night  poli- 
tician. 


Hillel  Lijshitz 


1346  Morris  Ave.,  Bronx,  N.  Y. 


"Lif"  is  generally  found  around  the  office. 
In  fact,  he's  been  there  so  long,  they've 
painted  him  to  match  the  color  scheme  of 
Abrams'  inner  sanctum.  He  will  study  agri- 
culture at  Rutgers,  and  then  he'll  be  wel- 
comed in  Palestine. 


Albert  Mor^ensteru 

279  East  3rd  St.,  New  \i)rk  Cits 


Morgie's  pet  hobby  is  doing  nothing.  In  his 
off  moments  he  doubles  in  art  and  pho- 
tography. He  likes  almost  everything  ex- 
cept French.  (Do  you  blame  him?)  If  anyone 
tells  a  ioke,  you  con  be  sure  "Al"  is  nearby. 
He  expects  to  enter  Y.U.  this  fall  and  will 
major  in  chemistry. 


Aloses  Aiyerotvitz 

120  Vermilyea  Ave.,  New  York  City 


"Moussy",  who  is  over  six  feet  tall,  has 
made  a  name  for  himself  on  the  basketball 
varsity.  A  good  dancer  and  expert  pawn- 
pusher,  "Mousy"  is  Stein's  protege  in  more 
ways  than  one.  He  would  like  to  be  a  chiro- 
practor, and  will  attend  the  Institute  in  the 
Art  and  Science  of  Chiropractics. 


Latvreuce  Nests 

2122  Vyse  Ave.,  Bronx  60,  N.  Y. 


Lawrence,  who  has  distinguished  himself 
as  Editor  of  the  Academy  News,  debater 
and  writer,  will  leave  this  school  to  major 
in  English  at  the  University  of  Wisconsin. 
From  there,  he  will  live  in  a  cold  garret, 
where  he  will  turn  out  great  novels  while 
slowly  starving  to  death. 


Herman  Potok 

-1460  Clay  Avenue,  Bronx  56,  N.  Y. 


"Moish  Moskowitz"  Potok  is  an  ardent  stu- 
dent of  American  History,  which  is  his  fa- 
vorite subject.  He  likes  to  write  short  stories 
and  read  good  novels.  He  was  school  presi- 
dent for  the  September  1945  term  anj 
will  continue  on  in  Y.U. 


Arthur  Rosenberg 

317  South  Broadway,  Yonkers,  N.  Y. 


Senior  member  of  the  Rosenberg  boys, 
"Artie"  or  "Moe"  is  known  as  "the  Smart 
one".  As  associate  Editor  of  the  Elchanite, 
he  devoted  all  his  time  to  "the  cause". 
You'll  often  find  him  in  the  park  playing 
basketball  with  the  fellows.  Artie  will  prob- 
ably go  to  Yeshiva  University  for  a  future 
of  Science.  He  may  end  up  in  a  Europjan 
University. 


Carl  Rosenberg 


■317  South  Broadway,  Yonkers,  N.  Y. 


Carl  or  "Shorty"  is  the  other  half  of  the 
Rosenberg  Co.  Voted  most  popular  in  the 
senior  class,  Carl  had  a  long  list  of  school 
service  to  his  credit.  "Doc"  will  alv/ays  re- 
member his  work  in  the  Library.  A  good 
ball  player,  Carl  lugs  his  portable  radio 
around  to  hear  the  baseball  games.  He  will 
do  the  same  as  his  brother  in  the  way  of 
college. 


'Ml 


Arthur  Rosen jeld 

475  Wcsl  186tli  St.,  New  York  Cit> 

Arthur  Rosenfeld  is  a  very  conscientious 
young  man,  whose  greatest  delight  is  flunk- 
ing students  when  he  marks  their  test  pa- 
pers. He  claims  to  be  the  only  member  of 
his  class  who  actually  likes  T.A.  He  hopes 
to  graduate  from  Yeshiva  University  and 
become  the  successor  of  Einstein  some  day, 
but  will  probably  end  up  with  Einstein  tak- 
ing lessons  from  him. 


Jacob  Roth 

1361  49th  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


Voted  class  wit,  Jackson  tries  desperately  to 
live  up  to  his  reputation.  In  an  attempt  to 
become  a  C.P.A.  and  a  member  of  the 
Agudath  Horabonim,  J.R.  will  diligently  pur- 
sue his  studies  (sprinkled  with  that  oh  so 
heavenly  humor)  at  Y.U.  Eventually,  how- 
ever, C.C.N.Y.  will  also  succumb  to  Jack- 
son's effervescent  wit. 


Max  Roth 

no — 37  55th  Ave.,  Corona,  L.  I. 


Maxie,  the  kid  from  Corona,  with  operatic 
asperations,  intends  to  begin  his  career  at 
N.Y.U.  From  there  to  Johns  Hopkins  and 
thence  to  the  medical  field,  unless  the  Met 
takes  him  first.  Maxie  is  an  avid  history  fan, 
(get  that,   B.K.) 


'William  Sajfern 

382  Wadsworth  Ave.,  New  York  33,  N.  Y. 

"Pepi"  is  another  Math  lover.  His  height 
makes  him  a  valuable  asset  on  the  basket- 
ball court.  "Pepi"  is  a  prolific  reader,  and 
would  like  to  enter  the  medical  profession. 
He'll  crash   the  gates  at  N.Y.U.   next  fall. 


Ephraim  Sales 

824  West  176th  St.,  New  York  33,  N.  Y. 


Ephraim  expects  to  go  to  City  College 
v/here  he  v/ill  study  engineering.  He  thinks 
the  knov/ledge  of  this  subject  v/ill  prove 
practical  in  the  upbuilding  of  Palestine, 
where  he  expects  to  go.  His  hobbies  are 
stamps,  chess  and  girls. 


Samuel  Schafler 

29  Brighton  4  Terrace,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


Sam  likes  intellectual  conversations.  He  in 
suits  teachers  politely  and  gets  away  witii 
it.  He  excelled  in  debating  and  in  heading 
our  undefeated  Varsity.  A  literary  diletante, 
he  migrated  to  C.C.N.Y.  where  he  is  slav- 
ing for  a  B.S.S.  (Historian) 


Shiiloni  Schii'culron 

601  West  181st  St.,  New  Wnk  y,,  N.  Y. 


Schwadron  is  a  quiet  fellow  with  a  lot  of 
ambitions,  with  intentions  of  becoming  a 
member  of  the  Agudath  Horabonim,  Sha- 
lom is  headed  for  Y.U.  Likes  school;  dis- 
likes Eco.  (pardon,  "Doc");  Schwadron  is 
half  way  to  his  goal  already. 


Sidney  Schivartz 

144-43  7Uth  Ave.,  Kew  Gardens,  Queens,  N.  Y. 

A  radical  in  the  field  of  poetry,  Sid  is  a 
prospective  author  from  Kew  Gardens. 
Journalism  is  his  ambition  and  poetry  his 
ego,  Sid  (ahem,  Estremadura)  intends  to 
take  Dixie  by  storm.  A  lazy  but  effective 
worker  for  the  Elchanite,  Sid's  future  is  in- 
sured by  his  self  confidence  ...  It  is  just  a 
matter  of  time  before  William  Randolph 
Hearst  passes  the  scepter. 


Morton  Shelkoiiitz 

1631  Carroll  Street,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


Morty  migrated  to  Brooklyn  from  the  Bronx 
to  get  away  from  it  all.  Good  looking 
Morty  can  usually  be  seen  playing  in  the 
park  or  gym  with  his  bosom  pal  Danny 
Komsky.  Well  versed  in  the  literary  field 
and  an  amateur  artist,  Morty  will  probably 
wind  up  in  Y.U.  next  fall. 


Herman  Shulman 

3916  8th  St.,  N.W.,  Washington  11,  D.  C. 


Chayim  likes  \a  good  "shiur"  and  tennis. 
He  hates  wasting  time.  Will  go  to  George 
Washington  University,  Washington,  D.  C. 
this  summer  and  then  to  Y.U.  Hopes  to  be- 
come a  Rabbi  and  electrical  engineer  in 
Alaska. 


Arthur  Stein 

1748  Weeks  Avenue,  Bronx  57,  N.  Y. 


Commonly  called  "Washington  Heights" 
Stein.  Artie's  vertical  elevation  is  6  feet  five 
inches.  He's  been  the  mainstay  of  T.A.'s 
varsity  with  an  average  of  19  points  a 
game.  His  ambition  is  to  be  the  star  center 
for  City  College  in  his  freshman  year. 


Herbert  Sunshine 

200  East  94th  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


"Doody"  is  another  one  of  the  "boys" 
from  Brooklyn.  Also  a  math  scholar,  you 
usually  find  him  together  with  "Schnitz".  A 
rabid  Giant  fan  and  connoisseur  of  maid- 
lach,  "Doody"  is  noted  for  his  sharp  clothes. 
He  wants  to  be  an  accountant  and  will  seek 
refuge  in  Y.U. 


Kurt  Vorcheinier 

il,  Cabrini  Blvd.,  New  ^'ork  City 


Kurt  always  carries  himself  with  an  air  of 
calm  reserve.  He  knows  all  the  tricks  and 
shortcuts  for  backbreoking  chores,  both 
mental  and  physical.  He  is  applying  to  the 
state  for  a  Ph.D.  emeritus  for  stepping  into 
Dr.  Saphire's  shoes  on  Senior  Day.  Aspires 
to  C.C.N.Y.  and  will  live  the  life  of  a  coun- 
try squire  in  a  fifty  room  cave. 


Leonard  Weinberger 

654  Lefferts  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


Lenny's  physical  plumpness  has  earned  him 
the  nickname  of  "Tubby"  and  "Zaf".  His 
work  for  the  school  as  chairman  of  the 
War  Effort  Committee  will  long  be  remem- 
bered. Lenny  is  at  present  attending  New 
York  University  where  he's  going  for  his 
M.D. 


Gerald  Weiner 

293  East  92nd  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  V. 


"Schnitz"  well  deserves  our  vote  as  hand- 
somest in  the  class.  A  mental  wiz  with  math 
problems,  he  spends  most  of  his  time  with 
the  "boys",  or  doing  crossword  puzzles. 
He'll  probably  glorify  the  campus  of  Brook- 
lyn College  with  his  presence,  and  pursue 
a  career  .  .  .  success. 


Philip  Weisberg 


1,263  Grant  Ave.,  Bronx  56,  N.  Y. 


Phil  would  rather  sweat  with  a  basketball 
than  with  school  books.  He  loves  math  and 
science,  and  intends  to  enter  C.C.N.Y.  Phil 
would  like  to  be  a  technician,  but  if  it  is  too 
hard  for  him  (he  always  wants  something 
easy)  he'll  be  an  accountant. 


Edward  Zweigbautt? 

214  Henry  Street,  New  York  City 


Eddie,  the  good  natured  kid  with  the  flow- 
ery English  accent,  emigrates  daily  from  the 
East  side  to  gather  knowledge  in  T.A.  Be- 
tween History  and  Eco,  Eddie  can  be  found 
suffering  remorsefully  as  the  Discipline 
Squad  representative  on  the  second  floor. 
He'll  perspire  for  a  B.S.  degree  at  Yale. 


CAMERA  SHY 


CHARLES  ARANOV 
BERT  AWNER 
MARVIN   FELDER 
SEYMOUR  HABER 
ISADORE  HAITOWITZ 
EUGENE   KONIGSBERG 
SIDNEY  LEVINE 
ABRAHAM  MARCUS 
JOSEPH   MERMELSTEIN 
HERBERT   ROSENBLUM 
MURRAY   SCHECHTER 
JOSEPH   SHUTER 


d^ackwurcl 


Qi' 


cince 
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With  green  program  cards  clutched  tightly 
in  our  stubby  hands,  a  new  bunch  of  naive  and 
timid  little .  freshmen  from  all  over  the  city 
starts  out  for  its  first  day  in  Talmudical  Acad- 
emy. The  sun  beams  with  pleasure  on  the  grace- 
ful towers  and  minarets  of  our  new  school ;  the 
flags  flutter  merilly  in  the  breeze ;  the  windows 
and  doors  emit  studious  voices  raised  in  disser- 
tations on  the  Talmud.  We  are  stunned  by  the 
huge  magnificence  of  the  building.  The  tall  and 
imposing  doors,  the  wide,  deep-set  windows, 
the  man}'  colored  stones,  the  green  towers  of 
aged  copper  and  the  impressive  Byzantine  archi- 
tecture prove  too  much  for  us.  We  gasp  and 
decide  to  go  across  the  street  to  drown  our  sor- 
rows and  apprehensions  in  drink.  We  see  a 
wide  windowed  candy  store  with  a  sign  reading 
"College  Luncheonette."  ^ly  are  we  dumb! 
We  don't  even  know  that  this  is  the  world- 
famous  "Harry's."  Over  deep  glasses  of  malteds 
we  nod  encouragement  to  each  other.  "L'Chay- 
im"  .  .  .  "L'Yankel,  tqo."  .  .  .  Looking  at  the 
clock,  we  notice  it's  time  to  go  to  class.  The 
first  class  in  T.A. !  Lnagine  our  excitement. 
We  scramble  out  in  such  a  hurry,  we  almost 
forgot  to  pay  our  check.  Li  fact,  we  don't  pay 
it  .  .  .  Oh.  well,  we'll  pay  double  next  time  .  .  . 
Back  in  T.A.,  we  bashfully  ask  a  fellow  with  a 
funny  blue  and  white  hat  how  to  get  to  the 
second  floor.  He  regretfully  informs  us  that  the 
elevator  isn't  working  and  we'll  have  to  take 
the  escalator  instead.  He  shows  us  to  the  esca- 
lator, and  we  try  for  twenty  minutes  to  make 


the  stairs  move.  Must  be  a  mechanical  defect 
that  keeps  them  from  working.  Somebody  better 
tell  N.B.A.  to  fix  it  .  .  .  N.B.A.,  we  think  .  .  . 
Sounds  good  and  homey.  Not  as  stiiT  as  Nor- 
man B.  Abrams,  registrar.  Gleefully  we  con- 
clude that  we  are  beginning  to  feel  at  home  in 
our  new  school.  Nice  feeling  .  .  . 

Sooner  or  later  we  all  arrive  at  our  English 
class  .  .  .  some  of  us  sooner  but  most  of  us  later. 
We  look  up  and  find  a  moustache  floating  si-c 
feet  in  the  air,  topped  by  a  greased  "yarmilka" 
which  evidently  prefers  the  hard  floor  to  its 
owner's  cranium.  The  moustache  becomes  agi- 
tated and  shakes  with  emotion  as  the  lanky  in- 
structor stoops  low  and  with  warning  finger 
says,  "My  name  is  Isaac  Orleans,  not  New 
Orleans."  The  tiny  white  Delaney  cards  he  tells 
us  to  fill  out  strike  us  as  very  funny.  We  are 
told  that  we  may  now  consider  ourselves  char- 
ter members  of  the  S.P.C.S. — the  Society  for 
Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Sentences.  Too  busy  to 
listen.  Leo  Fisher  concentrates  his  attention  on 
little  Ikey,  the  pet  mouse,  as  it  scampers  around 
the  room.  Mr.  Orleans  brings  him  to  order  by 
aiming  a  piece  of  chalk  straight  at  his  startled 
ear  .  .  .  We  elect  class  officers.  Komsky,  Lif- 
shitz,  Diller  and  Greenwald  are  victors  for 
President.  Vice  President,  Secretary  and  treas- 
urer, respectively.  Someone  tells  Mr.  Orleans 
that  the  W.P.A.  is  going  out  of  existence.  He 
straightaway  makes  the  federal  works  over  into 
class  room  projects.  We  are  given  a  wide  choice 
as  to  what  we  want  to  study  as  our  term  project, 


and  clc:ide  on  nmvies.  The  Lane  and  Gem  are 
an  influential  factor  in  determining  our  choice. 
(  )nly  after  it  is  too  late  to  back  out,  Mr.  Orleans 
tells  us  that  we  will  have  to  write  reports  and 
criticisms  after  we  see  the  shows. 

The  bell  startles  us  out  of  our  seats  and 
wits.  .\s  wc  leave  the  classroom,  we  can't  help 
but  notice  the  peculiar  group  of  upper  termers 
standing  in  line  along  the  hall,  looking  like  a 
bunch  of  fugitives  from  a  chain  gang.  It  takes 
all  kinds  of  people  to  make  up  a  school,  we 
figure,  and  start  to  cross  the  hall.  "Ugh  1"  We 
are  startled  by  the  sudden  activity  of  the  line. 
Strong  arms  reach  us,  seize  us,  slam  us  against 
the  wall,  ignoring  our  most  violent  protests.  We 
patiently  wait  until  a  tall  senior  with  a  whistle 
stuck,  like  a  cigarette,  between  his  lips,  comes 
over  and  indoctrinates  us  on  the  function  of 
the  Discipline  Squad  and  all  its  regulations. 

With  the  wind  taken  out  of  our  sails,  we 
start  searching  for  Room  207  where  Civics  and 
Dr.  Shapiro  await  us.  Hm,  now  where  the  heck 
is  207?  A  benevolent  looking  upper  termer 
smilingly  directs  us  to  the  end  of  the  third  floor. 
A  hurried  thanks  and  we  race  up  the  stairs  and 
down  the  hall.  301,  302,  310,  312  .  .  .  we  wander 
all  over  the  floor.  No  207 !  Off  we  dash,  back 
to  the  second  floor  and,  looking  carefully  once 
more,  we  finally  succeed  in  finding  our  Civics 
room.  They  can't  fool  US!  As  we  enter  the 
ruiim,  we  see  most  of  the  class  already  settled. 
.A  gentle  murmur  pervades  the  room,  as  our 
classmates  inquire  into  our  past  actions.  Sud- 
denly a  high-pitched  nasal  voice  rings  out  in 
what,  we  figure,  must  be  a  direct  quotation  from 
Zoraster,  "Dop  Dat  Dawking."  We  are  quickly 
(inside  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour)  silenced  by  the 
realization  that  the  short  man  with  the  glasses 
and  the  gray,  curling  hair  is  our  teacher.  We 


are  introduced  to  raffles  for  the  Shapiro  Me- 
morial Library  and  learn  the  potency  of  the  two 
words,  "but  Doc."  In  no  time,  we  know  all 
about  the  cash  register,  minuses  and  lotkes. 
In  exchange  for  fifteen  hard-earned  pennies  we 
are  given  library  cards,  civics  notes  and  an 
assignment.  Our  pockets  considerably  lighter 
and  our  briefcase  considerably  heavier,  we  are 
sent  on  our  way. 

What's  this?  Are  there  two  foreign  lan- 
guages on  the  program?  First  we  sit  through 
a  period  of  Spanish,  only  to  be  told  we  still  have 
to  go  to  Algebra.  Where  do  they  speak  that  lan- 
guage? Soon  enough  we  learn  the  answer,  as 
genial  Mr.  Lichtenberg,  the  freshman's  friend, 
starts  elucidating.  With  two  dozen  x's  and  y's 
cluttering  up  the  blackboard  in  a  million  differ- 
ent combinations  and  powers,  we  are  asked  to 
help  the  poor  salesmen,  who,  having  bought  10 
pounds  of  raisins  at  $.40  per  pound  and  15 
pounds  of  almonds  at  $.70  per  pound,  is  in 
doubt  as  to  what  to  charge  per  pound  of  a  mix- 
ture of  raisins  and  almonds.  How  much  before 
the  almonds  are  shelled  and  how  much  after? 
Our  ignorance  of  the  most  fundamental  aspects 
of  mathematics  is  really  monstrous.  We  decide 
to  watch  closely  as  Mr.  Lichtenberg  explains, 
but,  nevertheless,  when  a  fire  engine  rushes 
clangitig  by  the  building,  all  eyes  turn  with  re- 
lief to  the  windows.  This  gives  Mr.  Lichtenberg 
a  chance  to  apply  mathematics  to  fire  engines. 
If  five  fires  are  raging  and  only  three  trucks 
trucks  are  available  bearing  17  men  .  .  .  etc., 
etc.  Wearily,  we  lose  oiu"  interest  in  the  roaring 
engines.  All  except  Carl  Rosenberg,  that  is,  who 
rushes  out  of  the  room  to  follow  the  engines 
to  the  fire. 

Having  survived  the  ordeal  of  the  first  da>' 
in   T.A.,  we  find   ourselves   homeward   Ijound 


with  great  hopes  for  the  future.  As  the  days 
go  by,  however,  we '  find  our  interest  slowly 
waning.  Well,  that's  life  for  you. 

During  the  remainder  of  the  term  we  come 
into  frequent,  most  frequent,  contact  with  our 
Registrar,  Norman  B.  Abrams.  We  often  have 
conferences  with  him  after  absenting  ourselves, 
legally  or  otherwise.  The  office  always  attracts 
us  with  magnetic  pull.  We  are  just  about  to 
conclude  that  life  can  be  beautiful  and  go  out 
on  our  first  cut,  when  reports  of  wrathful  repri- 
mands send  us  scampering  back  to  class.  Ab- 
sences, we  find  out,  are  carefully  tabulated  and 
checked.  Some  of  us,  smiling  sweetly,  manage 
to  obtain  the  "Open  Sesame"  to  all  classes,  a 
real  live  admit  signed  on  the  dotted  line.  Others 
are  suspended  indefinitely  for  three  and  a  half 
days.  We  learn  fast,  and  soon  are  independent 
of  the  office  in  the  matter  of  admits.  The  office, 
not  a  little  surprised,  begins  to  see  less  of  us, 
not  that  we  are  much  missed. 

Our  English  project  is  a  success,  but  not  so 
our  chess  and  basketball  teams.  Oh  well,  we'll 
do  better  next  term.  We  look  around  for  the 
geniuses  of  the  three  year  course  and  learn 
that  they  have  separate  classes.  We  lose  touch 
with  them  until  second  term.  Time  flies  on  with 
incredible  speed  and  before  we  know  it,  tests 
loom  close  on  the  rorizon.  Don't  bother  us  now, 
fellows.  Hand  us  our  cribs.  We've  got  to  study ! 

SECOND  TERM 

We  have  joined  forces  with  the  three  year 
coursers  and,  once  more  in  Mr.  Orleans'  Eng- 
lish class,  elect  Frankel  and  Yoshor  for  Presi- 
dent and  Vice  President.  We  explore  the  mys- 
teries of  a  short  story  and  become  so  engrossed, 
that  instead  of  taking  up  "Ivanhoe",  we  all  use 
the  "Pocketbook  of  Short  Stories."  The  Enghsh 


class  becomes  one  seething  cauldron  of  criti- 
cism, as  we  tear  stories  apart,  analyzing  them 
in  respect  to  plot,  character  and  setting.  In  fact, 
quite  a  lot  of  "characters"  in  our  class  plotted 
during  this  process.  Mr.  Orleans  is  the  perfect 
narrator  for  the  stories  we  take  up.  He  also 
acts  out  all  the  roles  in  the  story  and  it  is  quite 
interesting  to  see  him  accuse  himself  of  various 
mischievous  deeds  as  the  villain,  while  also,  in 
the  role  of  the  hero,  making  love  to  the  heroine. 
Yes,  no  one  can  deny  it.  Mr.  Orleans  is  a  per- 
fect two-face. 

For  the  first  time,  we  meet  that  eminent 
historian,  Mr.  Benj.  Kronish,  who  is  to  teach 
us  Ancient  History.  His  course  is  unique  inas- 
much as  we  do  learn  something  about  our  Greek 
and  Roman  forebears.  It  can  not  be  denied, 
however,  that  most  of  his  course  consists  of 
quite  modern  history;  in  our  case,  in  the  form 
of  a  two  man  discussion  on  Communism  be- 
tween himself  and  Israel  Margolis,  an  upper 
termer.  We  are  assigned  reports  and  start 
scouting  around  for  cheap  second-hand  ones, 
survivors  from  terms  past.  Searching  for  an- 
swers to  Mr.  Kronish's  manifold  questions,  we 
find  some  disagreements  between  the  book  and 
the  teacher,  whereupon  we  are  told  to  throw 
the  book  out  the  window.  We  do  so  and  are 
hauled  into  court  the  next  day  by  an  unsuspect- 
ing pedestrian  on  charges  of  assault  and  con- 
cealing deadly  weapons. 

A  change  of  atmosphere  makes  us  hope  for 
"meshane  mokom  meshane  mazol"  as  we  switch 
from  Lichty  to  Mr.  Matz,  but  somehow  it 
doesn't  work  out  that  way  at  all.  We  try  to  fig- 
ure out  why  he  writes  on  a  tiny  obscure  corner 
of  the  blackboard.  Fulda  and  Berger,  our  two 
outstanding  mathematicians,  advance  various 
theories,  but  none  of  them  seem  to  be  the  right 


ones.  Until  one  really  smart  fellow,  figures  it 
out.  He  does  it  because  the  rest  of  the  black- 
board is  covered  with  writing.  His  low  mono- 
tone, "von  'ahf  axe  plus  von  'ahf  vy"  inakes  us 
chuckle.  The  marks  at  the  end  of  the  term, 
though,  are  nothing  to  laugh  about. 

Mr.  Joseph  S.  Noble  has  us  for  Hebrew, 
which  is  definitely  no  enviable  position.  We 
spend  three  solid  periods  every  Friday  on  every- 
thing but  Hebrew.  All  we  get  are  large  doses 
of  "culture"  with  a  slight  sprinkling  of  Hebrew 
poetry.  Every  now  and  then  we  say  a  special 
prayer  on  behalf  of  Mr.  Noble's  pending  Dr. 
title.  Finally  he  gets  his  D.H.L.  So  we  try  to 
get  used  to  calling  him  Dr.  Noble,  but  we  slip 
up  every  once  in  a  while. 

The  sharp,  handsome  character  dressed  in 
the  latest  fashions,  who  has  been  teaching  us 
Spanish,  is  Senor  Paco  (Frank  to  the  unini- 
tiated) Blume.  He  varies  his  teaching  duties 
with  a  game  of  chess,  and  lets  Fulda  mark  his 
tests  for  him.  Fulda,  arguing  a  point  with  him, 
waves  his  pen  threateningly,  and  following  the 
law  of  gravity  and  the  arc  made  by  Fulda's  arm, 
the  ink  leaves  the  pen  and  settles  on  Mr. 
Blume's  white  shirt,  tie,  and  sweater.  Mr. 
Blume  now  wears  this  shirt,  tie  and  sweater 
together  all  the  time.  He  claims  that  the  ink- 
stains  on  all  three  articles  of  clothing,  make 
them  a  matching  ensemble.  Surprise !  Fulda 
does  NOT  flunk.  He  only  gets  99.76  for  the 
term's  work  instead  of  a  hundred. 

TliIRD  TERM 

Dr.  Noble  is  called  away  by  administrative 
duties  in  T.I.  and  Rabbi  Reguer  welcomes  us 
back,  in  his  place,  to  Hebrew.  Jack  Roth,  our 
class  comedian,  takes  out  a  pen  knife,  as  Rabbi 
Reguer  challenges  him  to  "cot  it  out,  beck  dere." 


We  start  to  learn  Bialik  by  heart,  and  find 
Rabbi  Reguer  a  demanding  teacher  who  can't 
be  fooled.  We  think  of  ourselves  as  quite  some 
scholars  .  .  .  until  the  final  comes  around.  Some 
of  us  become  exempt,  the  lucky  stiffs.  The  rest 
of  us  have  to  sweat  it  out. 

We  get  good  practice  in  histrionics  by  emot- 
ing "The  Merchant  of  Venice"  with  a  new 
English  teacher.  Mr.  Orleans  has  left  the  school, 
Mr.  Tauber  is  in  Europe,  and  quiet,  gray- 
haired  and  easy  spoken  Manny  Bloom  teaches 
us  instead.  We  elect  Frankel  and  Menzin  as 
President  and  Vice  President,  and  are  begin- 
ning to  feel  important  in  school  affairs.  We 
don't  know  who's  running  the  class,  Manny  or 
Frankel.  Every  Sunday  we  have  a  class-pro- 
gram and  Kostman  is  right  in  the  groove,  plug- 
ging his  corny  jokes.  Whenever  there  is  some 
class  business  to  be  taken  up,  we  interrupt  the 
class-program  or  even  Shylock's  speech  in  a 
regular  period  .  .  .  Manny  starts  feeding  us  his 
subtleties  and  it  takes  us  some  time  to  catch 
on.  Once  we  do  catch  on,  however,  the  class  is 
in  a  continuous  uproar  .  .  . 

Triangles,  circles  and  squares  float  around 
on  the  blackboard,  as  we  enter  the  Geometry 
class,  once  again  under  Litchenberg's  tutelage. 
Berger,  Fulda  and  Rosenberg  (the  smart  one) 
are  the  most  popular  fellows  in  the  class.  They 
mark  the  papers. 

FOURTH  TERM 

Zoot-Suit  Brender  with  the  sharp  ties  and 
dull  jokes  gives  us  a  short  course  in  poetry  and 
propaganda  .  .  .  The  rest  of  the  term  is  taken 
up  by  his  witty  remarks,  which  absolutely  slay 
us.  Even  though  his  father  wasn't  a  glazier,  he 
proves  to  be  a  great  pane  in  the  neck.  Not  that 
he  is  cracked  .  .  .  On  the  contrary,  his  skull  is 


as  thick  and  as  shatter-proof  as  autogiass  .  .  . 
But  there's  no  use  going  on  like  this.  You  get 
the  idea  .  .  .  Rabl^i  W'ind  tries  to  teach  us 
about  the  prophets.  What  we  like  most  about 
him  is  his  way  of  giving  out  the  questions  for 
his  tests  the  day  before  the  exam  is  given,  so 
that  we  may  engage  on  some  researclj  at  home. 
On  top  of  that,  he  tells  us  where  to  find  the 
answers.  In  spite  of  this,  howeyer,  we  manage 
to  keep  our  not-so-hot  Hebrew  marks  .  .  , 
Rabbi  Wind  digs  up  "psukim"'  to  fit  all  occa- 
sions. He  tells  us  that  we  fulfill  the  divine 
prophesy,  "ve'hayissem  meshugah."  .  .  .  Well, 
maybe  .  .  .  We  elevate  Joe  Yosher  to  the 
Presidency.  Frankel  keeps  the  Vice  Presidency 
.  .  .  Komsky,  Shelkowitz  and  Glaser  show 
their  prowess  on  the  basketball  court  .  .  .  Joe 
Yoshor  and  Sid  Schwartz  do  their  stuff  in 
debating  .  .  .  almost  win  school  championship 
.  .  .  Yoshor  and  Frankel  take  over  the  Bulletin 
Board,  start  the  Informer,  kick  up  trouble  over 
Elchanite  fund  and  2/3  vote  .  .  .  We  are  really 
in  politics  now  .  .  .  The  Rosenberg  brothers, 
Kostman  and  Saffern  join  the  Discipline  Squad 
...  no  one  stops  any  of  our  class-mates  for 
crossing  the  hall  any  more  .  .  .  Mr.  Schain  gets 
us  to  worr3'ing  about  the  kishkas  of  radios  .  .  . 
Regents — we  tremble  at  the  thought — loom 
ominously  ahead  of  us,  and  we  study  Geometry 
line  nobody's  business.  Sad  prospects  face  us 
in  Spanish.  What's  this?  At  the  last  minute 
Frankie  Blume  leaves  the  school  .  .  .  doctor's 
advice  .  .  .Dr.  Silver,  in  a  last  minute  effort, 
endeavors  to  knock  some  Spanish  into  our 
heads.  Impossible ! 

The  Regents  are  here  and  gone — most  of  us 
pass  and  a  few  flunk.  Oh,  well.  Better  luck 
next  time. 


FIFTH  TERM 

The  one  and  only  Dr.  Greitzer  has  the  task 
of  injecting  our  numb  skulls  with  some  Inter- 
mediate Algebra.  He  is  one  of  those  teachers 
who  admit  that,  "while  they  may  not  always 
be  right,  they  are  never,  never  wrong."  He  likes 
to  pass  away  the  time,  sewing  a  wallet  while 
teaching  .  .  .  T.A.  puts  on  the  last  classnite, 
starring  Frankel  as  Slobodka  Sam  Halevi  .  .  . 
Asked  if  he  was  serious,  he  answered  "No — 
I'm  Jewish."  .  .  .  Yoshor  and  Frankel  invade 
the  Executive  Council.  They  make  the  grade  as 
Treasurer  and  Secretary,  respectively  .  .  . 
Komsky  and  Shelkowitz  take  over  as  class 
President  and  Vice  President  .  .  .  Sam  Singer 
leaves  the  school  .  .  .  Artie  Stein  makes  'em 
look  up  to  him  on  the  basketball  court  .  .  .  Sam 
Dyen  plays  chess  for  the  class  ..  .  Jacolj  Beck 
heads  school  debating  .  .  .  Jerrj'  Brickman 
starts  writing  for  the  Academy  News  .  .  .  Sid 
Schwartz  plays  bookie  for  two  months  .  .  . 
Teeth  trouble !   (he  claims  .  .  ■  ) 

"Take  it  easy.  Take  it  easy."  That's  Mr. 
Strums  theme  song.  We  are  as  docile  as  lambs, 
ill  behaved  lambs,  under  his  quiet  calm  rule  .  .  . 
We  enjoy  poetry,  especially  Poe's  "Bells". 
(  Part  of  it  goes :  Bells,  Bells,  mein  shtaitele 
Bells.)  .  .  .  What's  that  funny  noise?  That  tall 
man  with  the  dark  glasses  sounds  like  a  walk- 
ing case  of  indigestion.  Oh,  it's  Mr.  Weinbauni, 
our  new  Modern  History  teacher.  His  standard 
reply  to  foolish  questions  is,  "Why?  Because 
ze  cow  cahn't  fly."  He  looks  somewhat  like  an 
ad  for  an  undertaker's  parlor  .  .  . 
SIXTH  TERM 

Oh,  oh !  Sixth  term  starts  here.  Now  we're 
in  for  it.  We've  got  Leibel  for  English.  We  get 
ready  for  Uncle  Looyah  and  Cousin  Pasky,  and 
are  not  disappointed.  Mr.  Leibel  also  insists  on 
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keeping  the  window  open  in  the  coldest  weather. 
"I'd  rather  die  of  pneumonia  than  of  asphyxi- 
ation." ;\fter  throwing  his  yarmilka  into  the  air 
he  .shoots  it  down  with  his  trusty  index  finger, 
and  in  the  same  Ijreath  praises  Lamh's  disserta- 
tion (in  roast  pig.  He  incessantly  explains  the 
intricacies  of  his  method  of  collecting  and  pre- 
serving raindrops  and  keeps  the  class  in  stitches 
until  the  end  of  the  term  .  .  .  then  the  stitches 
are  removed  .  .  .  He  always  squirms  on  his  seat 
as  if  he  were  sitting  on  pins  and  needles.  The 
fact  is  though,  that  he  is  sitting  on  thumhtatks 
that  were  placed  there  by  Sam  Hager  ...  we 
think. 

We  thank  G-d  every  day,  that  we  have  Mr. 
T.ebowitz  as  our  Chemistry  teacher;  so  who 
cares  about  the  Regents,  we  know  our  stuiT. 
(We  hope.)  We  still  remember  the  day  Mr. 
Lehowitz  ignited  a  mixture  of  sulfur  and  zinc 
dust.  In  an  instant  the  room  was  filled  with 
thick  white  smoke.  After  the  smoke  had  cleared, 
there  were  a  few  less  students  in  the  room.  They 
had  taken  advantage  of  the  smokescreen  .  .  . 
Flash !  T.A.  Tammany  bosses  Yoshor  and 
Frankel  reach  the  top  of  the  ladder  by  winning 
the  G.O.  Presidency  and  Vice  Presidency. 

SE\'ENTH  TERM 

Mr.  Abrams  drops  a  quarter  near  his  desk 
.  .  .  tears  down  walls  of  office  in  order  to  find 
it  .  .  .  no  success.  Consequently  he  decides  to 
move  his  office  ...  all  walls  are  torn  down  .  .  . 
all  offices  are  moved.  Quarter  has  not  yet  been 


found  .  .  .  We  can't  help  noticing  the  workers 
who  continually  polish  the  brass  doors  on  the 
main  floor.  By  the  time  they  finish  the  last  door, 
it  is  time  to  start  all  over  again.  They  must 
have  an  endowment  fund  set  aside  for  that 
purpose. 

Once  again  we  encounter  Mr.  Kronish.  This 
time  for  American  History.  Early  in  the  term, 
however,  he  is  stricken  with  pneumonia,  and 
Mr.  Wollman  takes  over.  He  is  astonished  by 
our  magnificent  display  of  intelligence  and  hos- 
pitality, and  as  a  result  we  are  rewarded  with 
beautiful  90's  and  95's.  Mr.  Kronish  returns, 
and  it  is  with  sorrow  in  our  hearts  that  we 
watch  the  deflation  of  our  hard  earned  ( ?j 
marks. 

Strains  of  sweet  music  resound  through 
T.A.'s  venerable  halls.  Mr.  Emery  Grossman 
is  striving  valiantly  to  instill  the  elements  of 
fine  music  into  our  unreceptive  auricles.  As  the 
term  draws  to  an  end,  the  attendance  slowly 
dwindles,  and  a  number  of  boys  forget  to  take 
the  final. 

The  executive  Council  appoints  Jerr\-  Brick- 
man  as  Elchanite  Editor.  A  business  campaign 
is  started  and  is  given  added  impetus  by  the 
large  sum  raised  Ijy  Herbert  Lipschitz  and  Carl 
Rosenberg.  By  the  end  of  the  term,  the  Elchan- 
ite has  raised  a  little  over  $500.  ( Only  a  thou- 
sand dollars  more  is  necessary. ) 

Finally,  after  a  hard  term's  work,  wc  are 
rewarded  with  a  three  day  vacation  and  pro- 
ceed to  enjoy  it  to  the  utmost  .  .  . 
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Or  the  Beginning  of  the  End 


"Ah,  sweet  mystery  of  hfe,  at  last  we  have 
found  you."  At  long  last  we  are  Seniors,  with  a 
101  things  on  our  minds.  We  elect  a  Senior 
Council  to  take  care  of  our  Senior  Day  and 
Senior  hats.  Kostman  suggests  blue  derbies, 
while  Myerowitz  wants  Civil  War  caps. 

Miss  Sarah  Rosenbaum  takes  a  vacation 
from  her  job  as  secretary  to  N.B.A.  The  El- 
chanite  gives  her  a  going  away  present.  She 
surprises  (almost)  everyone  by  taking  a  pro- 
longed leave  of  absence  and  is  still  in  Texas. 
She  becomes  engaged  and  we  are  waiting  for 
the  day. 

The  Elchanite  is  going  full  blast  .  .  .  Brick- 
man  and  the  two  Rosenbergs  go  on  a  business 
(  ?)  trip  to  Philadelphia. 

"Little  sir  ECO  how  do  you  do !"  .  .  .  we  are 
trapped  with  "Doc"  and  Economics.  We  have 
to  know  the  Law  of  Diminishing  Returns 
vcrbatum,  no  less,  or  get  a  lotke  .  .  .  Mr. 
Kronish  is  forever  giving  us  more  and  more 
American  History  homework  .  .  .  Mr.  Leibel 
continually  plagues  with  his  new  discovery,  a 
flashlight  which  emits  a  beam  of  black  for  day- 
light use  ...  Mr.  Greitzer  also  invents  a  new 
type  of  pen.  It  writes  without  any  difficulty 
6,000  feet  under  ink  with  water. 

Our  Senior  Day  is  a  terrific  success!  The 
program  saved  the  day,  the  Senior  Choir  and 
M.C.s  Roth  and  Kostman  performing  admir- 
ably .  .  .  The  class  is  invited  to  a  party  given 
by  a  group  of  B'nai  Brith  Girls  in  the  Bron.x. 
Many  respond  to  the  call  and  have  a  wonderful 


time  .  .  .  The  Elchanite  office  becomes  the 
center  of  Senior  politics  and  is  turned  into  a 
lounge  strictly  for  Seniors  and  other  non- 
descripts. 

The  situation  is  crucial.  It  has  reached  a 
point  where  teachers  arc  suspicious  of  Mr. 
Abrams'  signature  on  admits.  There  seems  to 
be  a  trifle  too  much  competition.  (Anyone  have 
any  black  ink?) 

Ah  yes,  Spring  is  in  the  air  .  .  .  the  birds, 
the  flowers,  the  park,  the  river  .  .  .  and  we  re- 
spond accordingly.  Oh,  for  the  great  outdoors 
...  on  school  time  .  .  .  Rabbi  Wind  surprises 
us  all,  and  gets  married.  If  we  could  remember 
any  of  his  famous  "p'sukim,"  we  would  gladly 
quote  it  .  .  .  we  do  not,  however,  so  we  wish 
him  Mazel  Tov. 

After  much  debate,  the  Administration  de- 
cides to  allow  us  to  graduate  if  we  pass  our 
Regents.  All  Seniors  say  "A  capitle  Tehilim" 
and  then  proceed  to  cram  all  night.  Regents 
come,  and  the  Seniors  take  up  their  pens  and 
start  to  fill  up  the  pages  .  .  .  The  Elchanite 
comes  out.  It  receives  due  praise  as  a  job  well 
done. 

Report  cards  are  distributed  and  we  note  that 
we  have  all  passed  ...  At  last  our  high  school 
career  has  come  to  an  end.  Graduation  rolls 
around  and  after  the  presentation  of  our  diplo- 
mas, we  leave  with  our  parents  who  are  "Shep- 
ping  Nachas."  Never  again  shall  we  go  to  high 
school  .  .  .  never  .  .  .  never  .  .  .  NEVER 
AGAIN. 
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AForton  Shelkowitz  and  Daniel  Komsky, 
President  and  Vice  President  respectively 
of  the  Senior  class,  proved  their  capabili- 
ties, by  their  active  service  in  the  Student 
Council. 

Under  the  competent  leadership  of 
Class  Athletic  JNIanager  Arthur  Rosen- 
berg, the  Senior's  bowled  over- their  oppo- 
sition to  win  the  basketball  championship 
of  the  school. 

Sam  Hager,  Secretary,  and  Jack  Roth. 
Treasurer,  pei"formed  their  tasks  equally 
well.  The  Senior  class  can  look  back  with 
due  pride,  upon  their  impressive  record. 


jenior    K^ouncil 


This  term's  Senior  Council  rendered 
active  service  to  class  and  school.  To  their 
credit  goes  the  successful  Senior  Day. 
Senior  Choir.  Senior  hats.  Senior  News- 
paper and  innumeraljle  items.  They  have 
really  accomplished  a  great  deal  in  tiiis 
one  term,  and  all  we  can  say  is  "Great 
Work"  ! 

The  Senior  Council  was  composed  of 
Arthur  and  Carl  Rosenberg.  Jacob  Beck, 

Samuel  Kostman  and  Abraham  Adler. 


Thirty-jour 


By  Sydney  Bash 

(  )iK'  of  the  main  ambitions  of  all  students  is  to  be  on  the  givins,'  instead  of  the  receiving  end. 
It  is  therefore  with  great  pleasure  and  eagerness  that  every  senior  locjks  forward  tf>  "his  day",  the 
day  in  which  he  will  be  able  to  take  part  in  all  phases  of  the  school  administration.  For  this 
reason,  and  in  order  to  give  the  student  invalualile  e.xperience  and  insight  in  the  running  of  a  school, 
.Senior  Dav  has  been  adopted  as  a  permanent  fi.xture  in  Talmudical  Academy. 

Accordingly,  promptly  at  1 :40  P.M.  on  Monday,  May  6,  1946,  the  graduating  class  of  June 
1946  took  the  reins  for  a  day.  Acting  in  the  capacity  of  Mr.  Abrams  was  Sydney  Bash;  Kurt 
Vorcheimcr  replaced  Dr.   Saphire,  and  the  secretaryship  was  filled  by  Hillel  Lifshitz. 

In  the  "faculty  room",  which  served  as  the  "office",  great  events  took  place.  Seniors  were 
assigned  classes  by  Carl  Rosenberg,  and  the  young  instructors  took  over  their  respective  duties. 
Excluding  a  few  suspensions,  a  little  noise  and  a  few  "cuts"  everything  went  quite  smoothly.  After 
five  half  hour  periods,  during  which  the  student  teachers  realized  what  our  instructors  are  up 
against,  classes  were  terminated,  and  the  seniors  proceeded  to  put  on  an  interesting  and  eye-catch- 
ing musical  comedy  in  the  Lamport  Theatre. 

The  success  of  the  show  can  be  directly  attributed  to  the  handiwork  of  Sam  Kcjstman,  Jack 
Roth,  Jacob  Beck,  Jerry  Brickman  and  last  but  not  least,  the  Senior  Council. 

The  first  number  was  a  speech  delivered  by  Beck  accompanied  by  the  senior  choir,  in  which 
he  emphasized  "wdiile  the  student  may  not  be  wrong,  he  is  never  right."  A  few  selections  by  the 
Senior  choir  followed  the  posting  of  the  colors.  Mr.  Emanuel  Leibel,  senior  adviser,  then  attempted 
to  show  by  means  of  addition,  subtraction,  multiplication,  division  and  confusion,  that  due  to  holi- 
days, vacations,  illnesses,  conferences,  assemblies,  and  "cuts",  the  students  were  actually  absent 
more  days  than  there  were  school. 

Messrs.  Ixostman  and  Roth  provided  a  unique  and  polished  comedy  routine  in  which  the 
former's  monologue  was  nothing  short  of  professional.  The  man  with  the  Mandolin  act  with  the 
cast  of  Meyerowitz,  Bash,  Komsky  and  Shelkowitz  was  an  original  creation  dreamed  up  by  these 
four  which  had  everybody  fooled.  Although  Bash  and  Meyerowitz  were  moving  their  lips,  Komsky 
and  Shelkowitz  were  singing.  Jerry  Brickman  then  gave  a  short  talk  on  the  Elchahite  during  wdiich 
he  displayed  the  first  proofs  of  the  '46  issue. 

The  concluding  number,  however,  was  the  greatest  achievement  of  the  day.  The  Senior  Choir 
under  the  leadership  of  Komsky  and  Rosenfeld,  presented  the  "Ballad  For  Americans."  The  cast 
consisted  of  M.  Roth,  Meyerowitz,  Shelkowitz,  A.  Rosenberg  and  Safifern,  while  Beck  and  Brickman 
supplied  the  special  effects.  Thunderous  applause  greeted  the  conclusion  of  this  selection. 

The  day  was  tojij^'d  off  by  a  bi)wling  party  at  the  Palace  Bowling  Emporium,  with  .Mr. 
Meyerowitz  copping  the  highest  score. 

To  quote  Mr.  Leilicl,  "It  was  the  best  senior  day  yet.  It  was  marvelous!" 


Thirly-firt 


CLASS  POLL 

Most  Dignified JOSEPH  FEDER 

Most  Dependable ARTHUR  ROSENBERG 

Class  Artist  AL  MORGENSTERN 

Class  Optimist SAMUEL  HAGER 

Class  Pessimist SAMUEL  DYEN 

Most  Popular CARL   ROSENBERG 

Best  Natured SYDNEY  BASH 

Literary  Critic SAMUEL  SCHAFLER 

Most  Naive MARVIN  BRUSSELS 

Handsomest JERRY  WEINER 

Class  Orator LAWRENCE  NESIS 

Wittiest JACK  ROTH 

Class  Athlete ARTHUR  STEIN 

Most  Versatile DANIEL  KOMSKY 

Did  Most  for  School JERRY  BRICKMAN 

Most  Likely  to  Succeed SIDNEY  SCHWARTZ 

Most  Conscientious SEYMOUR  ARONSON 

Class  Poet MORTON  SHELKOWITZ 

Best  Dressed DAVID   GINDI 

Class  Actor SAMUEL  KOSTMAN 

Most  Brilliant ARTHUR  ROSENFELD 

Class  Casanova HERBERT  SUNSHINE 

Class  Debater JACOB  BECK 

Class  Virtuoso MAX  ROTH 

Best  Dancer MOSES  MYEROWITZ 
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JERRY  WEINER   DIVORCED 
FROM    10th   WIFE 


Jerry  Weiner,  handsome  movie 
star,  was  divorced  today  from  his 
10th  wife.  Weiner,  who  is  the 
latest  Bobby-sox  rage,  can't  keep 
a  wife  very  long.  The  reason  for 
the  divorce  was  given  today  by 
Joe  Feder,  Weiner's  agent.  Feder 
said  that  when  Weiner  came  home 
for  supper  his  wife  didn't  have 
any  food  prepared.  "Schnitz" 
(Weiner's  nickname)  demanded, 
"Why  no  food?"  She  quickly  an- 
swered, "The  delicatessen  store 
burned  down." 


SENATOR   BECK   RECEIVES 
AWARD 

Senator  Jacob  Beck  was  pre- 
sented the  annual  "Jewish  Man 
of  the  Year  Award"  for  his  work 
in  Jewish  circles.  Senator  Beck 
is  the  only  Senator  who  sports  a 
beard  ...  so  he  now  has  another 
job — sweeping  the  floors  of  the 
Senate.  Other  advantages  of  this 
beard  are;  tooth  brush,  shoe 
brush,  muiBer,  etc.  .  .  . 


SENSATIONAL  COURT  TRIAL! 


MARVIN   BRUSSEL 

SENTENCED  TO  TWO 

DAYS  IN  T.A.  STUDY 

HALL  FOR 

SERIOUS  CRIME! 


ft 
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Judge  Rosenfeld  presided  at  the  first  session  of  County  Court 
today,  where  Marvin  Brussel  was  on  trial  for  selling  T.A.  Elevator 
passes  without  a  license. 

The  plaintiff  was  Mr.  N.  B.  Abrams,  who  said  that  since  he  had 
a  concession  licensed  by  Dr.  Belkin,  anyone  "horning  in"  could  be 
prosecuted.  Mr.  Abrams'  attorney,  Edward  Zweigbaum,  added  that 
his  client  also  had  the  "Halavah"  concession.  His  honor  then  asked 
what  "Halavah"  was.  A  Mr.  Schwadron  then  yelled  out,  "An  O 
Henry  dipped  in  cement.'' 

His  honor  slammed  down  his  gavel  and  hit  Mr.  Schwadron 
squarely  on  the  head. 

The  defense  took  over  with  Mr.  Brussel's  attornc}-,  Sam  Hager, 
giving    a   short    and    brilliant    oration    (4    Hours,    57    min.)    saying, 

"Harumph,  harumph,  harumph,  etc Thank  You."  Mr.  Zweigbaum 

then  yelled  out,   "I   object."   His   honor  with   all   the   rignity  of  his 
profession  burst  out,   "Shut  your  fat  mouth." 

The  jury  included  S.  Dyen,  a  street  cleaner;  H.  Sunshine,  a  pro- 
fessional T.L. ;  and  A.  Adler,  a  rabbi.  Without  leaving  the  box,  the 
jury  declared  Brussel  guilty.  (They  were  in  a  hurry  to  get  home.) 
His  attorney,  Hager,  screamed  "I  object."  His  honor  yelled,  "Shut 
your  #**#!"  Mr.  Hager  retaliated  with  a  still  louder  "Shut  yours." 
The  sentence  was  immediately  changed  to  death  in  the  Electric  Chair. 
After  another  objection,  the  sentence  was  changed  to  two  days  in  the 
T.A.  Study  Hall  under  Warden  J.  Elgart.  In  one  instant  the  court 
house  went  into  an  uproar  as  Brussel  shouted  "NO!  NO!  Anything 
but  that — I'd  rather  go  to  the  chair." 

After  this  quiet  session  of  the  court,  in  complete  disgust.  Judge 
Rosenfeld  brought  the  gavel  down  upon  his  own  cranium. 
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MAX  ROTH   MAKES   HIS 
DEBUT  AT  THE  MET 
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Max  Roth,  alias  "the  skull," 
made  his  debut  in  the  opera  "The 
Great  Leibel".  His  brilliant  por- 
trayal of  "Uncle  Looyeh"  brought 
the  house  down;  however,  he 
managed  to  escape.  In  the  death 
scene,  Max  moved  the  audience 
to  tears  .  .  .  they  knew  he  was 
only  acting.  Mr.  Roth,  after  sing- 
ing the  aria  "Out  of  This  World", 
was  almost  sent  there  by  the  au- 
dience. In  the  future  he  will  be 
heard  over  the  radio,  his  sponsor 
being  "Shapiro's  Persian  Talking 
Pills"   (Top  Dat  Tukking!) 


MAD  GENIUS  ACCOMPLISHES 
NEW  LITERARY  FEATS 

Attention!  Scripps  Howard, 
William  Randolph,  Joe  Patter- 
son, Robert  McCormick,  Marshall 
Field  and  Dotty  Thackeray: 
Make  way,  Sid  Schwartz  is  revis- 
ing the  literary  world.  Under  the 
influence  of  Dali  and  Coca  Cola, 
he  has  reached  that  sublime  state 
where  he  peacefully  dabbles  in 
his  poetry  and  plagiarizes  Omar 
Khayyam. 

Through  this  novel  "new  style," 
Senor  Schwartz  has  become  im- 
mensely wealthy.  The  bulk  of 
this  fortune  will  be  left  to  the 
one  who  understands  his  poetry 
(the  only  one!),  his  brother-in- 
law,  Sam  Schafler.  Amen. 


GUIDEON   GOLDMAN 

BECOMES   PRESIDENT 

OF   YESHIVA 

The  Yeshiva  University  an- 
nounced today  that  Guideon  Gold- 
man was  elected  President  of  the 
Yeshiva.  In  a  statement  to  the 
press,  Mr.  Goldman  said,  "I 
achieved  this  position  through 
perseverance  and  hard  work" 
(Leek,  Leek).  Before  being  ele- 
vated to  his  new  position,  Mr. 
Goldman  was  a  professional  T.L. 


ROSENBERG  BROS.  GO  INTO 

THE  HAT  AND  CLOTHING 

BUSINESS 


It  is  said,  "Experience  is  the 
best  teacher."  Not  wanting  their 
children  to  suffer  the  same  sights 
and  feel  the  same  pain,  the  Rosen- 
berg Bros,  have  opened  a  Hat 
and  Clothing  Business.  Their  first 
accomplishment  was  to  give  the 
honorable  Mr.  Kronish  a  new  hat 
and  his  colleague  Mr.  Leibel  a 
new  suit.  At  a  press  conference, 
the  brothers  stated  that  they  in- 
tend to  manufacture  many  novel 
items  for  the  Yeshiva  boys. 
Among  these  will  be,  waterproof 
yarmilkas,  fur  lined  yarmilkas 
with  earmufis,  nylon  tzitizes  in 
technicolor,  and  special  curling 
irons  to  put  a  wave  into  "Payes". 
Also  there  will  appear  combina- 
tion "Kopotas",  smoking  jackets 
and  sport  jackets  with  padded 
shoulders.  As  a  sideline  they  will 
manufacture  special  magnetic 
draidles. 


MORTY   SHELKOWITZ 
APPOINTED    LIFE'S 
CHIEF  CARTOONIST 

Morty  Shelkowitz,  veteran  car- 
toonist who  recently  did  strips 
(not  Union  City)  in  the  Elchan- 
ite,  started  drawing  his  Famous 
cartoon  "Uncle  Looyeh"  in  Life. 
This  brilliant  artist  portrays  the 
average  T.A.  student.  Not  want- 
ing to  portray  the  baser  Ameri- 
can Scene,  the  article  was  cen- 
sored. 

His  paintings  were  recently 
exhibited  in  the  S.M.A.G.  (For 
definition  call— HA  6-5222,  BO 
8-1644,  YO  3-4500) 


JUST  MARRIED 

Jerry  Brickman,  who  last  week 
became  the  youngest  editor  in 
the  history  of  the  Hobo  News, 
was  married  today  to  Miss  Jean 
Sorkin.  The  best  man  was  S. 
Bash.  "The  Shotchon."  and  the 
matron  of  honor  was  Vita  Vantz. 
The  ceremony  was  performed  by 
Rabbi  S.  Aronson.  After  leaving 
the  s\-nagogue  amid  flying  hot 
knishes,  schmaltz  herrings, 
bricks,  etc.  .  .  .  the  newlyweds 
boarded  a  Lechayim  Constella- 
tion, and  flew  oflf  to  Goldburgs 
Garlick  Gardens  "Kuch  Alein", 
on  beautiful  Lake  Tephilin  to 
spend  their  honeymoon. 
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GALA    STAGE    REVIEW    HITS 

PARAMOUNT  .  .  .  KOSTMAN 

HEADS   CAST 


Never  since  the  opening  of  the 
Paramount  has  New  York  expe- 
rienced a  bill  as  big  as  this  one 
.  .  .  $50,000  for  Sammy  Kostman. 
Sam  had  them  rolling  in  the  aisles 
.  .  .  until  the  cops  broke  it  up. 
He  gave  a  moving  performance 
.  .  .  everyone  moved  towards  the 
exits.  The  audience  showed  their 
love  for  Sammy  b\'  presenting 
him  with  a  house  .  .  .  brick  by 
brick!  !  But  seriously  Sam,  we 
love  ya! 


NEW  BASKETBALL  COMBINA- 
TION   FLASHES    ACROSS 
THE   NATION 


Mutt  and  Jeff,  alias  "Pint- 
sized"  Danny  Komsky  and  Artie 
"Totem   Pole"   Stein,   have   made 


history  .  .  .  with  five  seconds  left 
to  go  in  the  Eastern  Pro  Baskct- 
Ijall  League  championship  game 
and  the  score  tied,  our  heroes 
called  time  out.  Out  of  the  huddle 
they  came,  and  what  they  did 
will  be  remembered  forever. 
Quick  as  a  flash  the  ball  was 
passed  to  Danny.  Artie  bent 
down,  fle.xed  his  muscles,  and  up 
went  Danny  through  the  basket 
.  .  .  with  the  ball!  !  I  Flash  .  .  . 
Barnum  and  Bailey  sign  human 
catapult!  !  ! 

LOST 

A    weekend    at     Belmont    Race 

Track.  If  found,  please  return  to 

S.  KOSTMAN 

Any   Bowery  gutter 

LOST  —  Keys  to  the  Shapiro 
Memorial  Library.  Reward  — 
Free   Library   Card. 

Dr.   B.   D.   Shapiro 

LOST     —     Final     Examination. 

Finder    please    do    not    look    at 

questions.    Reward  —  5    answers. 

T.A.  Teacher 

WANTED 

An  automatic  lotke  machine. 
B.D.S. 

Blank  Admit  with  a  certain  sig- 
nature. 

YESHIVA    BOY 

Listen  for  the  knock 

at  si.x   o'clock! 
Best  wishes 
GENDEL'S  TAXI  SERVICE 

Compliments  of 

SHAPIRO'S  SUPER  SOAP 

99  9/10  pure  lye 

Compliments  of 

OLD    AGE    HOME    FOR 

YOUNG  BOYS 

Local  206 

Best  Seller! 

"Why   Yeshiva   Boys   CUT" 

Written     I)y     Robert     Lane    and 

William    Gem.    Published   by   M. 

Press.    248    copies    sold    already! 


IMPORTANT  ARCHEOLOG- 
ICAL   DISCOVERY   MADE 

Workmen,  digging  among  old 
ruins,  have  discovered  an  her- 
mitically  scaled  room  in  the  base- 
ment of  a  demolished  building. 
Contained  therein  were  an  old 
typewriter,  several  reams  of  used 
paper,  and  three  or  four  copies 
of  an  illegible  publication.  More 
results  ar  ccxpccted  immediately. 

PERSONNELS 

CARL — Please  come  back.  I  miss 
you  very  much. — Rabbi  R. 

"But  Muzze3'  says  .  .  ." 
E.    Zweigbaum 

"Tell  Muzzey  to  go  .  .  ." 
B.K. 

To  next  year's  History  class — 
"I  am  sorry  but  Dick  Tracy  is 
not  an  authorit.v  on  the  Spanish 
American  War." 

B.K. 

Compliments  of  the 
1007r   Average  Or  Bust  League. 
A.     Rosenfeld     President,     Vice 
President,    Secretary,    Treasurer, 
etc.  .  .  . 

Mr.  Lebowitz  —  Help!  Please 
come  back  immediately.  I  need 
you  more  than  Brooklyn  does. 
Mr.  F. 

ODE  TO  HISTORY  8  CLASS 
On     Thursdays     and     Sundays: 

Oh  where,  oh  where  has  my 

little   class  gone? 

FOUND 

Found  in  Benn's — a  few  finger- 
nails in  the  salad.  Owner  please 
identify. 

FOUND— Book  of  blue  admits 
with  certain  signature  in  right 
place.    Proof   of   identity   needed. 


Thirt  \-ii  lit' 
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Another  glorious  chapter  has  been  added  to  the  history  of  Talmudical  Academy.  In  keeping 
with  its  poHcy  of  persistent  progress,  our  institution  has  extended  its  domain  to  the  far  reaches  of 
Brooklyn.  On  the  corner  of  Bedford  Ave.  and  President  St.,  in  the  Crown  Heights  section  of 
Brooklyn,  stands  a  three  story  brick  building  bearing  the  imposing  legend,  "Yeshiva  Rabbi  Isaac 
Elchanan-Talmudical  Academy — Brooklyn  Branch." 

At  the  close  of  its  first  year  the  Brooklyn  Branch  now  houses  about  seventy-five  students, 
taught  by  a  faculty  of  fifteen  selected  instructors.  Its  pupils  come  from  most  of  the  sections  of 
Brooklyn,  and  some  even  from  Manhattan.  At  present  there  are  three  terms  of  high  school  and 
three  Talmud  classes.  The  English  program  is  as  widely  varied  as  in  our  own  high  school.  The 
marked  similarity  to  our  T.A.  is  complete  down  to  the  use  of  blue  admits.  The  only  difference  is 
that  it  is  not  Mr.  Abrams  who  signs  the  admits,  but  Rabbi  Abraham  Zuroff,  Administrator  of  the 
Brooklyn  Branch. 

Instead  of  spending  their  spare  time  in  a  study  hall,  the  boys  play  ping-pong,  punch  ball, 
basketball  and  volley  ball  during  their  free  periods.  Their  extra-curricular  activities  include  photog- 
raphy and  science  clubs  under  the  supervision  of  Mr.  Samuel  Lebowitz,  former  Science  instructor 
here  in  T.A. 

It  appears  that  our  venture  is  destined  for  a  successful  future. 


Forty 
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By  Samuel  Hager 

Gone  are  the  days  when  the  Jewish  community  in  this  country,  was  small  and  insignificant 
and  had  to  import  its  ideas,  ideals,  leaders    and    scholars  from   Europe.   Those   days   of   modest 

beginnings  have  gone  .  .  . 

It  was  the  desire  to  continue  the  scholarly  tradition  of  Israel  in  what  was  then  the 
"new  land"  that  led  to  the  establishment  in  New  York  City  of  the  Yeshiva  Rabbi  Isaac  Elchanan, 
named  after  Rabbi  Isaac  Elchanan  Spektor,  the  celebrated  Rabbi  of  Kovno,  Lithuania. 

The  idea  of  a  Yeshiva  in  America  had  begun  in  1886,  when  a  group  of  Russian  immigrants 
founded  the  Yeshiva  Eitz  Chaim,  named  after  the  famous  Yeshiva  of  Volozmm,  a  small  town  in 
the  government  of  Vilna.  This  new  institution  diflered  entirely  from  its  European  predecessors,  as 
it  was  an  elementary  school  and  included  the  secular  studies  along  with  the  Jewish  studies. 

This  school  was  the  only  one  of  its  kind  existing  in  America,  until  eleven  years  later. 
When  in  1897,  the  Rabbi  Isaac  Elchanan  Theological  Seminary  Association  was  incorporated.  It 
was  the  first  Academy  on  this  continent  which  embodied  the  ancient  meaning  of  the  term 
Yeshiva;  a  center  of  higher  Jewish  education,  where  creative  discussions  based  on  Talmud  en- 
sued in  emulation  of  the  traditions  of  the  sages.  The  influence  of  the  two  Yeshivas,  however, 
was  comparatively  limited  until  the  year  1916,  when  they  were  merged  under  the  capable  leader- 
ship of  Dr.  Bernard  Revel,  of  sainted  memory.  This  man  of  repute  had  come  from  a  long  line  of 
prominent  and  noteworthy  rabbis,  and  had  received  his  Rabbinical  degree  in  Europe. 

Under  the  sincere  work  of  the  combined  forces  of  Dr.  Revel  and  Dr.  Theodore  H.  Hurowitz, 
the  first  principal,  the  Talmudical  Academy  High  School  was  founded  and  now  enrolled  students 
from  DeWitt  Clinton  and  other  high  schools.  These  students  had  elementary  Jewish  education  and 
were  unable  to  continue  their  Talmud  studies  because  no  institution  offered  an  advanced  course 
in  the  secular  studies  prior  to  the  establishment  of  this  institution. 

1919  brought  about  the  first  graduation  from  the  first  Academic  High  School,  under  Jewish 
auspices  in  the  United  States.  Of  the  six  graduates  all  hold  prominent  positions  to-date,  except 
one,  who  in  the  service  of  the  U.  S.  Army  as  a  chaplain,  unfortunately  drowned  while  engaged  in 
amphibious  landings. 

The  same  year  also  saw  the  forthcoming  of  a  charter  from  the  Board  of  Regents,  ac- 
crediting the  school  as  a  full  4  year  course.  This  was  the  first  all  day  Jewish  high  school  which 
was  granted  a  charter. 

Under  the  directorship  of  Dr.  Shelley  R.  Saphire,  successor  in  1917  to  the  eminent  Dr. 
Hurowitz,  the  school  population  increased  greatly.  In  1929  the  school  moved  to  the  new  site  at 
Washingtoi  Heights,  the  building  we  now  accupy.  By  1938  the  Board  of  Regents  further  granted 
permission  for  the  formation  of  a  3  year  course,  eligible  to  students  whose  average  exceeds  the 
85%  mark.  Townsend  Harris  was  the  only  other  Public  High  School  in  New  York  City  which  had 
been  granted  this  concession. 

Some  1500  students  have  entered  the  portals  as  freshmen  and  emerged  as  graduates,  while 
another  4000  have  been  accredited  with  the  attendance  of  from  one  to  three  years.  The  High  School 
is  proud  of  their  accomplishments. 
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As  we  look  through  our  Alumni  we  find  that  many  have  attained  national  distinction  and 
some  world-wide  reputations.  They  have  included  as  lawyers,  authors,  directors,  doctors,  instructors, 
rabhis,  and  are  namely:  Jacob  Hartstein,  director  of  the  graduate  department  of  Yeshiva  Uni- 
versity, Norman  B.  Abrams,  registrar  of  Talmudical  Academy,  and,  the  Yeshiva,  Dr.  Sidney  B. 
Hoenig,  professor  at  Yeshiva  University,  Dr.  Benjamin  Brickman,  instructor  of  education  at  Brook- 
lyn College,  Joseph  Cohen,  professor  of  Sociology  at  the  University  of  Michiagn,  Jacob  Agus, 
author  and  philosopher,  to  mention  but  a  few,  all  of  which  is  indicative  of  the  heritage  in  .America. 
This  furnishes  irrefutable  evidence  that  American  Jewry  has  come  of  age  insofar  as  leadershi]>  and 
awareness  of  responsibility  are  concerned. 

I  find  no  words  more  fitting  for  the  closing  of  this  article  than  those  of  the  late  Dr.  Bernard 
Revel,  who,  in  one  of  his  last  public  addresses  pronounced,  that,  "American  Jewry  has  resolutely  set 
its  course  on  the  road  of  constructive  endeavor  and  is  squarely  facing  its  sujjreme  problem,  the 
education  of  its  youth  in  Jewish  loyalty  and  idealism.  We  are  beginning  to  recognize  that,  important 
as  are  the  Synagogue  and  charities  as  expression  of  Torah  life,  the  structure  of  the  House  of 
Israel  is  neither  complete  nor  safe  without  Torah,  without  the  spiritual  education  of  the  growing 
generation.  The  creation  of  a  sound  system  of  Jewish  education  and  the  enrichment  of  Jewish 
learning  and  culture  constitute  our  supreme  problem  ...  In  a  spiritual  integrated  Jewish  laity,  a 
fuller  understanding  of  our  faith  and  ideals  and  of  the  millenial  aspirations  of  the  Jewish  soul,  is 
the  hope  of  our  survival.  The  lofty  ideals  of  our  Torah,  truth,  everlasting  life  and  light,  and  divine 
and  human  love  and  loyalty,  will  again  manifest  themselves  as  a  living  and  creative  force, 
helping  to  shape  the  cause  of  human  progress  on  its  ever  upward  march  .  .  ." 
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By  AIelvin  Cohen 


Sentry  by  the  Jordan 

As  you  watch  the  river  pass, 

Silver  like  mercury, 

Smooth  as  glass. 

Watch  carefully  lonely  sentry. 

Eyes  intent  on  every  ripple ; 

Every  wave  a  century, 

Every  moving  ripple  an  eternity. 

What  seest  thou  in  the  river. 

In  the  flozving  waters  blue? 

Has  the  river  its  secrets 

Which  it  imparts  to  you? 

The  ripples  of  the  river  imnder  to  and  fro, 

In  and  out.  in  and  out. 

As  if  they  know  not  where  they  go. 

But  finally,  when  it  zi'ould  seem 

That  its  power  of  movement  were  at  end. 


Each  ripple  rounds  the  corner, 

And  proceeds  up  the  bend. 

And  then  it  hits  the  shore. 

For  no  matter  hoiv  each  ripple  wander. 

Or  hoic  uncertain  seems  its  path, 

Its  destination  is  ahcays  reached. 

So  Israel  zcanders  to  and  fro 

In  the  rivers  of  eternity, 

Many  times  to  be  set  astray 

Bv  an  impasse  of  thunderous  wave. 

But  always  with  a  goal  iji  sight, 

A  shore  to  gain. 

And  there  to  settle  for  ci'ennorc 

.Never  to  wander  again. 

So.  watch  carefully  lonely  sentry. 

And  behold  the  history  of  a  people. 

For  the  river  tells  a  story: 


THE  STORY  OF  ISRAEL. 
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I V  Icirutkon 

By  ESTR  A  MADURA 

The  train  pulls  to  a  screeching  stop.  The  young  man  glances  about  furtively  and  feels  re- 
assured. No  one  here.  So  far  he's  safe. 

But  no!  As  he  rises  from  his  seat,  he  sees  his  pursuer.  Panic  grips  him.  But  he  must  be  calm. 
He  must  escape.  For  weeks  now  this  fiendish  specter  has  been  following  him.  Wherever  he  goes  he 
sees  it.  Try  as  he  may,  he  cannot  elude  this  tormentor. 

The  doors  are  closing.  He  dashes  out  before  they  close  completely,  but  he  isn't  fast  enough. 
There  is  just  one  chance.  He  dashes  up  the  stairs  like  a  demon  and  races  up  the  ramp  to  daylight 
and  freedom  .  .  .  Daylight  at  last ! 

He  breaks  into  a  run  and  rushes  madly  for  two  blocks.  Lack  of  breath  makes  him  stop.  He 
turns  the  corner  and  leisurely,  if  uneasily,  walks  a  few  blocks.  But  he  must  get  back  to  the  original 
path  before  he  reaches  the  hill.  He  must  get  up  safely.  He  must  pass  the  first  obstacle.  He  turns 
and  twists,  hides  behind  shadows  and  makes  mad  sprints.  He  approaches  the  hill. 

Up  .  .  .  Faster  .  .  .  Higher  .  .  .  Quicker  .  .  .  Hurry  .  .  .  Hurry  .  .  .  Must  .  .  .  get  ...  up 
.  .  .  that  .  .  .  hill.  At  last  he  is  nearing  the  top.  He  musters  all  his  energy,  and,  in  one  startling 
leap,  mounts  the  summit  of  the  hill.  He  braces   himself  on  firm  level  ground. 

Now  he  can  breathe  easily.  If  he  has  not  eluded  his  persecutor,  at  least  he  has  out-distanced 
him  temporarily.  But  no.  He  is  coming  up  the  hill.  A  few  more  seconds  and  he  will  be  treading  on 
his  heels.  Must  push  on  .  .  .  Can't  wait  .  .  .  Must  reach  refuge  .  .  .  Must  get  there  on  time  .  .  . 
Can't  delay  .  .  .  Must  not  get  caught.  .  .  . 

Sprint  another  block  .  .  .  Turn  in  again  .  .  .  Dash  another  block  .  .  .  Get  closer,  much  closer 
.  .  .  soon  safety  .  .  .  soon.  .  .  . 

He  turns  his  head  only  to  see  his  indefatigable  foe,  his  unearthly  tormentor  following  close 
upon  his  heels. 

Faster  .  .  .  He's  getting  closer  now  .  .  .  With  courage  he  adds  speed  to  his  already  flying  legs 
and  spurts  madly  through  a  forest  of  brick  and  steel  .  .  .  Turn  again,  twist  and  turn,  run  and  dash 
...  It  can't  be  much  further  ...  It  just  can't  be  .  .  .  Won't  be  able  to  last  much  longer  .  .  .  Won't 
be  able  to  .  .  . 

Already  he  can  discern  the  great  bulk  that  means  safety  .  .  .  An  apparition  ...  A  medieval 
fortress  looms  in  the  foreground  ...  If  only  he  can  endure  ...  If  only  he  can  reach  that  promised 
refuge  ... 

He  is  gasping  for  air  ...  It  is  getting  to  be  too  much  .  .  .  He  cannot  last  any  longer.  The 
sight  of  his  assailant  spurs  him  on  though.  He  can  make  that  last  hundred  yards.  He  must  .  .  .  He 
cannot  question  any  longer  .  .  .  He  can  not  doubt  .  .  .  He  will  not  suflfer  any  longer  .  .  .  He  will 
make  it. 

His  feet  barely  touch  the  pavement  .  .  .  With  a  sudden  spurt  he  makes  that  last  stretch,  rounds 
the  corner,  and  exhausted  falls  to  the  floor  as  soon  as  the  door  closes  behind  him.  Another  marathon 
.  .  .  Another  race  against  time  .  .  .  He  has  .  .  . 

Well,  at  least  that's  the  interesting  way  of  getting  to  school  .  .  .  the  imaginative  way. 
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l!y  Aktiiuk  Rosen kiicld 

1  am  ahnut  to  take  you  mi  a  journey  to  a  very  strange  and  far-off  land.  It  is  a  ([uccr  ])lace 
with  many  curious  features,  one  of  which  is  an  apparent  drawing-out  of  time  within  its  borders, 
so  that  when  a  minute  passes  in  the  outside  world,  to  its  inhabitants  a  full  year  has  passed.  (Of 
course  they  live  a  correspondingly  long  time  to  make  up  for  the  difference  in  the  coni]nUalion  of 
time.) 

Its  name  is  as  queer  as  its  customs — lacidumlaT  (note  the  fact  that  the  last  letter  is  a  cajjital). 
Another  strange  thing  about  it  is  its  exclusively  male  population,  and  the  mysterious  way  in  whicli 
every  half  year  (according  to  the  normal  time)  the  great  gates  open  and  a  group  of  strangers 
arrives  from  the  outside  world.  Their  timely  arrival  replaces  the  loss  of  a  group  of  citizens  who  go 
out  at  the  same  regular  period  to  explore  the  great  unknown  outside — never  to  return. 

Eight  tribes  inhabit  this  isolated  land,  which  is  surrounded  by  tall  mountains  on  three  sides, 
and  by  a  great  desert  on  the  fourth,  in  front  of  the  gates.  These  tribes  are  nomadic,  together  occu- 
pying by  rotation  the  eight  great  cities  of  the  land.  Every  forty  years  they  simultaneously  shift  from 
one  city  to  another.  The  cities  are  so  evenly  spaced  that  it  takes  the  tribes  exactly  two  years  to 
travel  from  one  to  the  other.  Any  stragglers  who  arrive  late  at  the  city  and  are  apprehended  by  the 
authorities  are  subject  to  indefinite   banishment. 

The  chiefs  of  these  tribes  are  a  very  exclusive  sect,  there  being  about  twenty-five  of  them, 
onl}'  eight  of  whom  are  active  at  one  time.  Their  duty  is  to  instruct  the  younger  tribesmen  in  all 
the  intricate  details  of  native  lore,  in  preparation  for  the  day  on  which  they,  like  all  others,  must  go 
out  to  explore  the  outside  world.  The  leader  of  the  chiefs  is  a  man  named  rifaS,  who  is  rarely  seen 
by  the  people.  His  "right-hand"  man  is  the  High  Priest,  whose  name  is  smarbA,  and  whose  official 
title  in  that  queer  native  language  is  "rartsigeR".  SmarbA  is  held  in  great  awe  by  the  commoners, 
for  it  is  in  his  power  to  banish  them  at  will  to  the  great  desert  outside. 

Two  men  in  this  land  have  have  a  unique  position,  that  of  supplying  the  people  with  food,  since 
the  tribes  are  not  agriculturally  inclined.  Their  names  are  rennerB  and  ynneB  and  they  are 
reported  to  get  their  foods  from  unknown  sources.  One  of  them  has  long  been  suspected  of  admin- 
istering poison  and  adulterating  his  food,  but  it  is  not  known  with  any  certainty  just  which  one  this 
is.  Other  specialists  maintain  law  and  order,  keep  the  cities  clean,  etc.,  but  the  masses  are  ordinary 
people  who  are  subject  to  the  terrible  grind  of  what  is  to  them  thousands  of  years'  work,  after 
which  they  must  face  certain  death  from  that  terrible  disease,  snoitanimaxE. 

Unsuspecting  foreigners  who  sometimes  wander  into  this  strange  land  are  not  seen  again 
for  four  years  (by  the  computation  of  the  outside  world),  after  which  they  reappear  with  dazed 
looks  on  their  faces  and  strange  words  upon  their  lips.  Few  live  long  after  having  visiting  it,  hut 
WE  shall  survive,  for  this  "strange  land"  is  not  so  strange  to  us.  It  is  our  own  native  land  antl 
we  call  it  T.A. 
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esUeatn 

By  Anton  Payne 


A  darkness  falls j 

Silence  prevails^ 

But  yet  there  is  noise  ... 

There  is  a  moaning  groan 

And  a  silent  rumble, 

That  doesn't  exist, 

And  yet  is  there. 

A  thought  passes  through 

A  mind  half  numb 

But  soon  vanishes  .  .  . 

As  fear  and  delight  grip  the  soul. 

An  aura,  a  glowing  light, 

A  rainbow,  an  ethereal  piece  of  beauty. 

Comes  closer, 

Wrapped  in  a  shroud, 

Black  as  the  darkness  from  whoice  it  comes  .  .  . 

Chaos  reigns. 

Panic  grips  the  nothingness, 

Hatred  flickers,  love  recedes. 

Desire  dies,  curiosity  passes. 

And  emotion  is  lost 

Forever  .  .  . 

Darkness  and  tumult, 

Pending  disaster  that  isn't  disaster. 

Or  in-aybc  yes. 

Maybe  all  the  serpents  in  the  basket 

Crowned  with  the  titles  of  fear  and  disaster 

Are  non-existent. 

But  w'hat  sort  of  humour  can  this  be  .  .  . 

What  can  zve  call  non-existent  .  .  . 

What  is  existing  in  this  state. 

And  what  is  not  e.visting  .  .  . 

What  lecherous  beasts  exist. 

In  this  place,  this  timeless  liaunt  of  evil  and  goodness 

Where  all  is  nothing  and  nothing  is  all. 

What  is  actuality  .  .  . 

What  can  question  .  .  . 


What  can  think  and  speak  and  know. 

And  even  retain  a  semblance  of  existance  .  .  . 

What  filthy  flesh. 

What  precise  protoplasm, 

Can  know  or  feel  or  divine  this  thing. 

What  words  .  .  . 

Wliat  emotions. 

What  fears, 

Yes  fears  .  .  .  fears  .  .  .  fears  .  .  . 

Can  tell  what  is  .  .  . 

And  ivhat  isn't  .  .  . 

Is  it  over  .  .  . 

Are  we  going  .  .  . 

Can  we  answer  that  which  isn't  even  a  question 

Except  to  the  non-existent  .  .  . 

Will  it  ever  end 

Or  zvill  it  never  end  .  .  . 

Will  we  suffer. 

Or  do  we  suffer  .  .  . 

Are  zve  happy, 

Or  be  there  not  such  words 

To  deso^be  feelings  non-existent  .  .  . 

And  then  .  .  . 

A  flashing  streak  that  we  know  not  .  .  . 

Curious  noises  that  to  mortal  ears  are  maddening. 

Sounds  of  demons  rising  from  the  deep, 

The  static  presence  of  numy  awesome  things. 

Yes  things. 

Existing  in  the  air  .  .  . 

Peace,  safety. 

All  come  soon. 

If  all  come  .  .  . 

If  aught  can  grasp  when  tlicse  powers 

Augmented  by  tzvo  zvords 

Will  come  .  .  . 

And  all  shall  go  .  .  . 
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Bv  Pres.  Jack  \'erschleiser 


Another  term  has  passed  into  the  annals  of  Tahiiudical  Acadeni}-.  Another  class  has 
been  graduated.  Another  soon  shall  be  beginning  this  adolescent  journey.  As  the  wheels  of 
time  roll  by,  these  years  well  spent  not  only  in  secular  studies,  but  in  the  study  of  the  Torah  as 
well,  will  be  cherished  among  our  fondest  memories.  I  sincerely  hope  that  somewhere  among  these 
memories  will  be  pleasant  thoughts  of  student  activities  which,  in  my  capacity  as  G.O.  President,  I 
have  tried  to  make  as  much  a  part  of  school  as  teachers  and  books.  Since  this  opportunity  is  ideal, 
I  would  like  to  review  briefly  what  has  been  accomplished  this  past  term. 

The  Student  Council  has  met  regularly  every  other  week  during  the  term.  Although  no  sensa- 
tional bills  were  passed,  it  has  continually  shown  a  keen  interest  in  student  affairs  and  whenever 
possible  lent  them  a  helping  hand.  Among  other  things,  it  was  under  its  direction  that  I  appointed 
a  music  committee.  This  committee  has  written  a  long-needed  school  song.  It  is  through  Student 
Council  that  plans  for  improving  the  clubs,  the  teams  and  the  school  publications  have  been 
formulated. 

The  clubs,  long  the  headache  of  the  Executive  Council,  have  functioned  properly  for  the 
first  time  in  many  years.  The  two  outstanding  clubs  this  term  were  the  Hebrew  Speaking  Club 
and  the  Science  Club.  The  former,  under  the  very  capable  leadership  of  our  amiable  Rabbi  Reguer, 
has  expanded  its  activities  to  include  the  publishing  of  a  Hebrew  newspaper,  and  plans  further 
activities  in  Choral  and  Dramatic  work  next  term.  The  latter,  led  by  a  former  T.A.  boy  who  has 
now  made  good  as  a  teacher  here,  our  young  and  handsome  ]Mr.  IMartin  Keller,  has  long  been 
known  for  its  unusual,  interesting  experiments.  Both  clubs  enjoyed  large  attendence.  A  new  club 
organized  this  term  is  the  Dramatic  Society.  Working  without  the  aid  of  faculty  advisors  the 
club  members  have  presented  entertaining  skits  at  several  assemblies.  The  Debating  Society. 
History  Society  and  Chess  club  also  accomplished  a  great  deal  and  set  high  standards  this  term. 

The  school  publications  this  term  have  far  surpassed  all  previous  achievements.  The 
Ekhanite  this  year  represents  the  near  peak  to  which  a  high  school  year  book  can  rise.  Not  because 
it  is  the  gaudiest,  thickest,  and  most  picturesque,  but  because  it  is  well  planned,  organized,  written 
and  executed  and  because  it  has  a  certain  coherent  quality  which  marks  it  as  an  outstanding  pub- 
lication. It  is  impossible  to  credit  any  one  person  for  the  success  of  the  Ekhanite.  The  credit  must 
o-o  to  the  entire  Governing  Board  and  staff  who,  under  the  editorship  of  Jerry  Brickman,  worked 
untiringly  all  year. 

The  Academy  News  this  term,  under  the  editorship  of  Lawrence  Nesis,  has  become  one  of 
the  foremost  of  high  school  newspapers  in  the  city.  It  has  recently  been  enlarged  to  an  eight  page 
tabloid  size  issue,  embodying  all  the  old  proven  features  of  the  Academy  News  of  past  terms 
plus  an  additional  number  of  new  columns  and  cartoons.  Here  again  credit  cannot  be  bestowed  upon 
one  person,  but  must  be  distributed  among  the  editors,  reporters,  rewrites  and  typists  who  compose 
the  staff. 

We  may  be  justly  proud,  this  term,  of  our  interscholastic  teams.  The  basketball  varsity,  whose 
accomplishments  are  common  knowledge  to  all  T.A.  students,  has  attained  a  very  commendable 
record.  Among  other  schools,  it  has  beaten  Evander  Childs,  Benjamin  Harrison  and  powerful 
St.  Joseph's.  It  also  copped  the  basketball  championship  of  the  Inter  Yeshiva  League.  We  will  prob- 
ably soon  be  hearing  great  things  from  our  graduating  basketball  stars. 
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Our  del)ating  team  has  also  done  sjilendidly  in  all  its  debates.  It  has  defeated  the  jjowerful 
teams  of  the  Bronx  High  School  of  Science,  Horace  Mann,  and  Cohimhia  Grammar  School,  to  cite 
but  a  few.  The  chess  team,  not  to  be  outdone,  has  also  plaj'cd  some  top  notch  games.  Among  its 
vanquished  are  some  of  the  best  high  school  teams  in  the  city.  The  chess  team,  too,  has  become 
champions  of  its  division  in  the  Inter  Veshiva  lA'ague.  Our  hoojistcrs.  (jrators  and  ]ia\vn  pn.shers 
have  done  magnificently. 

An  accomplishment  of  which  I  am  jjarticularly  ]:)roud  is  the  rejuvenation  of  the  .Arista.  This 
Iionor  society  has  taken  several  terms  to  revive,  but  we  now  have  once  more  a  smoothly  func- 
tioning organization  honoring  those  students  who  have  excelled  in  both  scholastic  and  extra-cur- 
ricular activities.  Twenty-five  students  were  selected  for  membership  this  term.  The  student  body 
owes  a  debt  of  gratitude  to  Dr.  Safir  for  his  efforts  which  culminated  in  the  restoration  of  the 
Arista. 

This  term  has  also  seen  great  strides  taken  towards  inter- Veshiva  cooperation.  The  laas- 
ketball  games,  the  chess  matches  and  the  oratorical  contest  under  sponsorship  of  the  Inter 
Yeshiva  League  were  instituted  this  term.  Also  an  Inter  Yeshiva  Press  Council  has  been  or- 
ganized, which  has  undertaken  to  publish  a  semi-annual  newspaper. 

Going  over  these  accounts  of  the  proceedings  of  this  terms'  student  activities,  one  can  easily 
see  that  the  past  term  has  been  one  of  progress,  initiative  and  accomplishments.  On  behalf  of 
the  Executive  Council,  and  the  Student  Council,  may  I  express  my  gratitude  to  the  hundreds  of 
students  who  have  worked  on  the  teams,  in  the  clubs,  on  the  staffs  of  the  publications,  on  the 
Discipline  Squad,  on  our  legislative  body  and  in  the  classrooms  to  make  school  life  more  pleasant 
and  complete.  We  look  backwards  with  pride  to  the  many  accomplishments  of  the  past.  We  look 
forward  with  confidence  to  future  generations  of  T.A.  students  who,  we  are  certain,  will  match  and 
perhaps  surpass,  the  standards  we  have  set. 


student   (^ouncll 


Fijiy-une 


ELCHANITE 


^'***'******* 


JERRY  BRICKMAN 
Editor 


Q' 


overnina 


CARL  ROSENBERG 

Managing  Editor 


(/^oui^d 


1 


SAMUEL  SCHAFLER 

Literary  Editor 


ARTHUR  ROSENBERG 

Associate  Editor 


SIDNEY  SCHWARTZ 

Associate  Editor 


1946 


Fifty-two 


C^ickanite  ^tctfj^ 


ART  STAFF 
Albert  Morgenstern 
Leonard  Aronson 
TECHNICAL  STAFF 
Seymour  Aronson 
Morton  Shelkowitz 
Moses  Myerowitz 
Max  Roth 


BUSINESS  STAFF 
Hillel  Lifshitz 
Herbert  Lipschitz 
Lester  Herring 
Eddie  Zweigbaum 
Burton  Politz 
Moses  Grundwerg 
Marvin  Brussel 

LITERARY   STAFF 

Melvin  Cohen 

Sydney  Bash 

Samuel  Kostman 

Arthur  Rosenfeld 

Jack  Roth 

Anton  Payne 

Jack  Vershleiser 

Samuel  Hager 

Victor  Solomon 

Guideon  Goldman 


Fiftj-thre 


By  Victor  Solomon 


Some  time  ago  I  read  the  best  seller  "The 
Forgotten  Ally".  Viewing  the  policy  of  Great 
Britain  in  Palestine,  I  am  inclined  to  think  that 
the  author  of  that  work  greatly  misnamed  his 
book.  He  would  have  been  more  correct  had 
he  called  it  "The  Betrayed  Ally"  or  even  "The 
Condemned  Ally." 

It  is  needless  to  review  the  contributions  of 
world  Jewry  to  the  war  effort.  Leading  their 
contributions  are  those  perpetuated  by  the  sacri- 
fices of  blood  and  sweat  of  Palestine's  Jews. 

A  small  community  of  but  six  hundred  thou- 
sand souls,  Palestine's  Jews  sent  forth  into 
battle  more  than  thirty  thousand  men.  Although 
there  was  no  draft  in  Palestine,  the  percentage 
of  its  soldiers  was  greater  than  even  that  of 
the  United  States  Army.  These  men  were  all 
volunteers  who  united  to  fight  the  common 
enemy  even  under  the  flag  which  denied  them 
their  right  to  live  in  a  land  of  their  own,  under 
a  flag  of  their  own. 

When  Rommel's  Afrika  Korps  was  in  Egypt 
aiming  for  the  Suez,  the  Arab  world  was  asleep 
to  the  position  Britain  was  in  as  far  as  help 
was  concerned;  the  trouble  they  caused  cost 
many  an  Allied  soldier  his  life. 

In  Palestine,  however,  the  Jews  were  busy 
as  ants  preparing  for  the  coming  conflict.  Thou- 
sands volunteered  to  fight  as  guerillas  and  were 
ready  to  make  the  supreme  sacrifice,  if  nec- 
essary. 

When  German  agents  entered  Palestine  from 
Syria,  Britain  asked  for  volunteers  to  put  an 
end  to  the  infiltration.  Immediately  Jews  turned 
their  "plow-shares  into  swords"  and  as  one  man 
arose  to  help  Great  Britain  in  her  most  difficult 
hour. 

Where  were  the  AralDS  then  ?  They  were  also 
fighting,  but  for  a  different  cause.  They  were 


harassing  the  British,  cutting  their  supply  lines, 
robbing,  plundering  and  revolting.  The  Arab 
countries  were  like  a  seething  cauldron.  Jewish 
soldiers  had  to  be  sent  into  Syria  to  quell  Arab 
uprisings.  These  Arabs  were  forcing  the  British 
to  withdraw  troops  from  the  battlefields  to 
contend  with  them  at  a  time  when  the  fall  of  the 
forces  of  freedom  seemed  imminent.  Yet,  today, 
the  immigration  of  Jews  into  Palestine,  their 
liistoric  land  of  aspirations,  lies  in  the  hands 
of  these  same  Arabs.  This  seems  even  more 
unfair  when  one  considers  that  over  one  and  a 
half  million  Jews  fought  in  the  armed  forces  of 
the  various  United  Nations,  while  their  core- 
ligionists at  home  supported  the  war  effort 
financially  and  materially. 

Before  the  outbreak  of  the  war,  the  clamor 
of  the  Jews  for  their  homeland  went  unheeded. 
During  the  war  they  were  quieted  with  prom- 
ises. Most  common  of  them  was,  "Wait  until  the 
war  will  be  over."  Now  the  end  of  the  war  has 
come.  We  have  seen  the  armies  of  justice  tri- 
umph over  the  forces  of  bigotry  and  evil.  \A^ith 
them  they  have,  to  a  certain  extent,  brought  the 
blessings  of  freedom. 

Poland,  whose  former  pro-fascist  leaning  is 
well  known,  has  been  reborn  as  a  nation  among 
nations.  Even  Italy,  our  former  enemy,  at  whose 
hands  thousands  of  Allied  soldiers  have  lost 
their  lives,  has  not  only  its  land  back,  but  also 
expects  the  return  of  its  colonies,  as  a  reward. 

The  Jewish  nation  which  has  suffered  more 
in  this  war  and  has  lost  a  greater  percentage  of 
people  than  an\'  other  nation,  whose  casualties 
number  over  six  million,  is  denied  a  home,  a 
small  land  one  fifth  the  size  of  New  York  state. 
The  Jews  have  been  denied  a  home  and  conse- 
quently tens  of  thousands  of  them  rescued  from 
death  at  the  hands  of  the  Nazis  have  been  con- 
demned, sentenced  to  death,  as  a  direct  result 
of  the  closing  of  the  gates  of  Palestine  to  Jewish 
immieration. 
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Is  this  frccduin  and  dciiKicracy ?  iiicntcd  hy  tlmsc  freedoms  fuuiid  in  nur  consti- 

1      .1  ■      ,1       r  irn         .       r      ii      i    i               i  tution.    They    fired    llie   shot    heard    rmmd   the 

is    this    tile    fiilhilnient    (il    all    pledges    and  •' 

iiromi  e    -"  world.  Today,  so  long  afterwards,  we  are  still 

henefitting  from  the  same  fruits  of  liherty.  We 

Is  this  what  our  Ijrethren  have  heen  fighting  therefore    should   be   the    first   to    help   others 

and  dying  for?  ascend  the  same  road  to  happiness. 

Remeniher !  Over  a  century  and  a  half  ago  As  an  American  faithful  to  American  ideals 

our  fathers  fought  this  same  imperialistic  coun-  it  is  my  privilege  to  express  these,  my  sincerest 

try  for  the  freedom  of  self  determination  aug-  sentiments ;  as  a  Jew,  it  is  my  duty. 
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By  Anton  Payne 

A  sky  so  clear 

That  all  who  stride  beneath 

Feel  easy. 

Free  and  gay  .  .  . 

A  sky. 

A  mass  of  blue, 

Endless  nothingness, 

Sprinkled  with  puffs 

Of  soft  white  powder  .  .  . 

A  peaceful  world 

That  lies  beneath, 

That  knoivs  nothing  of  this  beauty 

This  wondrous  thing  .  .  . 

The  white  turns  gray. 

The  gray  turns  black, 

The  spots  upon  the  field  of  blue 

Become  as  spots  upon  a  leper  .  .  . 

Spreading,  sweeping, 

Szviftiy  across  the  endless  velvet 

That  is  no  longer  smooth. 

That  is  no  longer  a  symbol  of 

Calm  .  .  . 

A  thundroHS  sound, 

A  streak  of  light, 

A  sight  so  common 

And  yet  uncommon 

That  displays  wrath 

That  no  mortal  can  avert  .  .  . 

Wrathful  indignation. 

Lies  behind  this  act  .  .  . 

As  chaos  reigns 

And  ivater  falls. 

And  a  covenant  is  remembered  .  .  . 

Aboz'e  a  field  of  blue  .  .  . 


Fifly-I'ac 


ACADEMY  NEWS 
GOVERNING  BOARD 


LAWRENCE  NESIS 
Editor-in-Chief 


^^Tccidemu     11 1 i 


^ 


\ewS 


LOU  LAUER 

Associate  Editor 


ACADEMY  NEWS 
STAFF 


Fifty-six 


^ne  ^^^cademu    i  fi 


^ 


lewi 


The  Academy  News  has  seen  many  unparalleled  innovations  in  the  past  year 
under  the  editorship  of  Lawrence  Nesis.  Working  with  a  well-trained  staff  of  editors 
and  reporters,  Mr.  Nesis  has  succeeded  in  making  his  year  as  editor  f)ne  of  progress 
and  remarkable  accomplishments  for  the  publication  he  heads. 

The  crowning  success  of  the  Academy  News  staff  was  the  April  1st  issue  which 
shattered  all  former  precedents  and  set  records  to  be  envied  by  future  editors. 
For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  T.A.,  an  eight  page  tabloid  size  newspaper  was  is- 
sued by  the  student  body.  Also  for  the  first  time  in  T.A.  history  the  Academy  News 
has  taken  a  definite,  firm  stand  against  the  enemies  of  the  Jewish  people  at  home  and 
abroad.  The  introduction  of  a  full  page  sports  section  is  similarly  novel  in  Academy 
News  annals. 

In  order  to  become  truly  "the  voice  of  T.A.'s  student  body",  the  Academy  News 
devoted  two  full  pages  to  the  Brocjklyn  branch  of  our  institution  and  evidently  the 
Brooklyn  students  knew  how  to  use  the  space  alloted  to  them  to  their  best  advantage. 
Worthy  of  note  is  the  new  type  of  column  introduced  by  Jack  Roth  in  the  last  issue.  His 
humor  and  originality  in  exploiting  the  familiar  "Uncle  Looyeh"  theme  is  exceptionally 
outstanding.  Equally  commendable  is  "the  gags  and  gossip"  column  replete  with  pictures, 
introduced  by  Aaron  Sittner.  The  news  coverage  also  was  of  superior  c[uality. 

All  considered  together,  this  year's  Academy  News  editors  and  staff  should  be 
commended  for  the  efficiency  and  superior  standards  of  their  iniblication.  The  Acad- 
emy News  has  progressed  considerably  in  recent  years.  May  its  future  be  in  keeping 
with  its  past. 
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By  Sidney  Schwartz 

It  was  Pilate's  first  day  in  Jerusalem,  and  needless  to  say  he  was  quite  irritated.  Already  he 
was  beginning  to  have  trouble  with  these  imperishable  people.  Will  they  never  stop  plagueing  a  soul ! 

There  was  some  consolence  in  this  city  of  the  priests  however.  That  filthy  but  useful  Arab  was 
here.  How  he  had  divined  Pilate's  purpose  for  accepting  the  procuratorship  of  Judea  \\€  would  never 
know.  The  important  factor  however,  was  that  the  arab  was  in  Jerusalem  also.  At  last  the  weary 
Pilate  has  reached  the  last  stretch.  With  the  help  of  this  stupid  Arab  he  would  unearth  Herod's 
fabulous  treasure  and  return  to  Rome  a  comfortable  man.  But  where  is  that  arab.  He  was  sup- 
posed to  come  early  ... 

The  reclining  procurator  was  roused  from  his  musings  by  the  presence  of  a  legionair  with  a  mes- 
sage. There  seems  to  have  been  some  mistake,  but  a  foul  Bedouin  insists  that  he  has  business  with  his 
excellency.  If  his  excellency  wishes  ... 

No.  Show  him  in.  The  new  ruler  did  his  most  to  control  the  look  of  mingled  consternation  and 
anxiety  that  he  feared  was  gripping  him. 

The  Arab  was  traditionally  clad  in  his  flowing  white  garments.  His  face  was  expressionless 
although  if  one  was  to  scrutinize  it  closely  he  would  find  it  sedately  aloof  and  scornful.  He  covdd 
have  had  nothing  more  than  contempt  for  his  new  governor. 

After  going  through  all  the  formalities  that'  the  society  of  Islam  and  Rome  dictated,  the 
swarthy  Hadji  informed  his  superior  that  the  time  was  ripe  for  them  to  undertake  their  mission.  In 
the  eveningtide,  after  dusk,  he  would  direct  the  triumphant  Pontius  to  the  hiding  place  of  the 
treasure.  But  first  of  course,  a  slight  favor. 

When  the  etherial  Arab  was  gone  Pilate  complacently  weighed  the  situation.  He  had  written  a 
writ  for  the  freeing  of  an  Arab  rebel  in  Galilae,  and  in  return  he  had  the  secret  of  his  treasure. 
Of  course  he  would  have  to  eliminate  his  gracious  intermediary,  but  everything  in  due  time. 

Two  shapes  are  slipping  through  the  secretive  darkness.  One  is  the  figure  of  a  guile,  intent 
son  of  the  desert,  and  the  other  is  that  of  a  fortunate,  powerful  warrior  of  Rome.  Both  have  a  single 
purpose.  Both  must  escape  with  the  treasure.  Both  must  do  away  with  the  other. 

The  swarthy,  mountainous  hulk  of  humanity  is  shrewdly  planning  to  himself.  It  will  all  go  as 
planned.  The  stupid  foreigner  expects  a  treasure.  He'll  have  his  treasure.  A  pile  of  old  and  dried 
bones.  Once  I  have  rid  myself  of  him,  I  can  escape  to  Galilae  and  free  my  father  the  prophet.  My 
treasure  is  already  in  my  pocket.  Just  a  little  further.  Once  out  of  range  of  the  filthy  guards  .  .  . 
Once  in  the  vaults,  and  I  can  finish  my  mission  and  flee  .  .  .  back  to  the  plains  .  .  .  back  to  Galilae  .  .  . 
back  .  .  . 

All  the  cunning  of  ages  is  being  pit  against  the  foreigner  who  is  getting  closer  to  his  treasure. 
Once  he  has  his  treasure  the  wary  Pilate  will  be  able  to  do  all  sorts  of  things  .  .  . 

I'm  getting  closer  .  .  .1  can  see  we  are  almost  there  ...  It  won't  be  much  further  .  .  .  I'll  have 
my  treasure.  My  wealth  .  .  .  I'll  have  more  wealth  than  I  could  muster  if  I  looted  that  infernal 
temple  .  .  .  Idiotic  Herod  ...  If  you  only  knew  how  close  I  am  getting  to  your  treasure  ...  I  will 
have  to  give  a  portion  to  that  fat  pig  in  Rome,  but  I'll  see  that  its  a  small  portion  .  .  .  And  these 
rank  Jews  would  bother  me  with  affairs  of  state  today  ...  A  bandit  to  sentence  ...  a  rebel  to  sen- 
tence .  .  .  What  else  will  they  think  of  .  .  .  But  I'll  be  good  .  .  .  I'll  show  them  kindness.  If  I  find  the 
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treasure,  as  1  am  sure  to,  I'll  free  their  insignificant  prisoners.  Both  ol"  iheiu  .  .  .  i  won't  even  ask 
questions  .  .  .  But  we're  getting  closer.  I  can  already  smell  the  stale  air  of  the  vaults  .  .  .  Silly  Arab 
...  I  thank  you  for  your  service.  You  can  gladly  have  that  writ  ...  In  a  few  moments  it  won't  he 
able  to  do  you  any  good  ...  I  must  not  make  any  errors.  I  hope  this  flowing  toga  doesn't  interfere 
with  my  movements  .  .  .  He  looks  strappy  ...  But  no  worry  .  .  .  Soon  .  .  .  just  a  few  moments 
more  ...  So  soon  .  .  .  just  another  few  seconds  .  .  .  Just  another  .  .  . 

The  Arab  motions  to  a  stone  door  concealed  in  the  murky  walls  of  the  musty  vault.  Two  pairs 
of  eyes  gaze  at  it  intently.  A  strong  sinewy  hand  slips  under  a  loose  flowing  garment  ...  A  gleaming 
dagger  flashes  briefly  in  the  flickering  torchlight  .  .  .  The  hand  buries  it  deeply  in  tense,  soft  flesh 
and  first  draws  away  when  the  body  slumps  lifeless  to  the  ground. 

iV  thought  flashes  through  a  lusty,  joyous   mind  ...  1  have  my  treasure  .  .  . 


Ra 


By  Jerry  Brickman 

"Today  will  be  cold  with  rain  starting  in  the  early  morning  and  continuing  throughout  the  da\'. 
Highest  temperature  about  seventy  degrees.  This  is  John  Blake  wishing  you  a  very  pleasant 
morning  on  behalf  of  my  sponsors,  the  Sunnyville  Baking  Company,  bakers  of  those  delicious, 
mouth-watering  cakes  and  breads." 

"Very  pleasant  morning !"  you  say  to  yourself,  and  with  a  sudden  angry  gesture  you  snap 
off  the  radio.  "Rain  starting  in  the  early  moi^ning  —  very  pleasant  morning."  Your  rebellious 
temper  makes  resignation  absolutely  impossible.  One  glimmer  of  hope  remains ;  you  must  reach 
the  office  before  the  deluge  begins. 

You  hurriedly   finish  your  breakfast,   and  then    remember  that  you  had  forgotten  to  buy 
something   your   wife   wanted.   You    don't    think  much  about  it  and  decide  not  to  tell  her.  Glancing 
out  the  window,  you  see  the  sun  peeking  through  the  clouds.  Well,  maybe  you've  done  it.  Maybe 
you  have  beaten  the  rain. 

You  are  on  your  way  to  the  office.  The  sky  starts  to  clear,  and  so  does  your  mind.  The 
finer  things  of  life  occupy  your  thoughts.  You  don't  even  mind  the  long  walk  from  the  bus.  The 
ofifice  building  looms  closer  and  closer.   It  seems  that  fate  has  taken  a  beating. 

Then,  a  feeling  of  uneasiness  overcomes  you ;  you  feel  something  in  the  air  and — crash !  The 
rains  come.  Your  high  hopes  suddenly  topple,  and  with  them,  your  "very  pleasant  morning".  You 
crawl  into  your  office  a  broken  and  beaten  man,  and  wait  for  the  rain  to  abate.  But  instead,  the 
rain  turns  into  a  raging  storm;  jagged  bolts  of  lightning  flash  across  the  sky ;  the  resounding 
crash   of   the   thunder   beats   against   your    eardrums   and  plays  havoc   with   your  ragged   nerves. 

Crash !  Crack !  Crash !  Crack !  The  pounding  of  the  rain  against  the  window  sounds  like 
rifle  fire  to  your  nerves,  which  become  hard  ridges  trying  to  free  themselves  from  their  sur- 
roundings of  skin.  You  can't  stand  it.  You  push  your  undone  work  aside  and  light  a  cigarette 
with  trembling  fingers.  The  match  burns  your  fingers,  but  you  don't  feel  it.  You  are  going  crazy! . 
You  again  remember  your  wife's  request  but  you  push  the  thought  out  of  your  mind.  You  rage 
and  roar  at  your  fellow  workers.  You  think  of  calling  a  doctor  but  your  fingers  won't  move.  You 
sit  and  wait — for  what? — you  don't  know.  Death  seems  the  best  way  to  end  your  miser}-. 

Suddenly,  fate  takes  pity  on  you,  puny  mortal ;  the  rains  slowly  abate,  lighning  no  longer 
lights  up  the  sky.  Your  blood  begins  to  flow  again — you  can  move  your  fingers.  The  tension  slowly 
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oozes  out  of  your  body.  Your  nerves  return  to  their  normal  positions.  Your  wife's  words  suddenly 
return  to  your  mind.  She  requested  that  you  purchase  an  article.  "What  was  it?"  You  know  it  is 
tied  up  with  Rain,  but  at  this  point  your  mind  goes  blank. 

The  thought  of  going  through  those  contortions  again  makes  you  shudder  with  fright.  You 
don't  think  that  you  are  physically,  let  alone  mentally,  fit  to  do  it  again,  "without  .  .  ." 

The  same  perplexing  thought  returns  to  you.  "Without !  Without  what?"  you  ask  yourself. 
"Without  your  wife? — No!"  Without  the  item  she  asked  you  to  purchase.  "In  case  of  ...  in  case 
of  what?"  You  don't  know,  but  one  idea  seems  to  bother  you.  "Rain"  is  bounding  from  one  side 
of  your  brain  to  the  other  trying  to  find  an  answer  to  the  problem. 

Then  you  remember  another  phrase  from  your  wife's  words  of  wisdom  .  .  .  "Too  much 
money."  No!  she  didn't  say  "too  much  money",  you  said  it.  "What  was  too  much  money? 
Something  to  wear  .  .  .  what  do  you  wear?  Trousers,  shoes,  socks,  hat  tie,  coat  .  .  .  No!"  Your 
mind   shies    away    from    these    articles    of    wearing  apparel  and  returns  to  Rain. 

Then  slowly  and  painfully,  you  try  to  put  the  puzzle  together  piece  by  piece.  Rain,  some- 
thing to  wear,  deluge,  too  much  money,  rain,  wife  told  you  to  purchase,  wear  in  rain.  Wear  in 
rain  .  .  .  wear  in  deluge  .  .  .  wear  in  rain  .  .  .  wear  in  rain  .  .  .  you  suddenly  realize  .  .  . 
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By   ESTRAJIADURA 


A  ihuuglifful  mind. 

At  last  at  rest, 

With  none  to  care, 

Or  even  think  of  what  has  happened  .  .  . 

A  mind  forever  entombed. 

At  last,  irrevocably  so. 

No  hope  of  escape. 

No  hope  at  all  .  .  . 

Why  can  none  explain 

And  why  must  those  who  can  be  stricken  ivith 

A  silence  that  is  ever  ivorse  than  muteness. 

Why? 

Yes,  why  .  .  . 

A  question  asked 

Of  puny  souls, 

Or  rather  mortals  without  that,  which 

In  its  truest  sense  is  soul. 

A  question  asked  of  matter. 

Malformed  hulks  zvith  many  thoughts. 

And  yet  so  little  mind  .  .  . 

So  very  little  mind  .  .  . 

A  hope, 

A  mind. 

Flickering  like  a  candle  in  a  tempest 


Azvaiting  that  little  sliield 

That  will  enable  if  to  exist. 

And  then  at  its  peak. 

Glisten,  glozv,  and  even  blaze. 

Until  the  darkness,  regardless  of  the  tempest  or  devil's  breath 

Will  be  illuminated. 

But  the  candle  cannot  stay  .  .  . 

There  be  not  that  which  holds  it  .  .  . 

Either  it  can  never  catch  and  really  light. 

The  shield  he  too  zveak,  or  even  lacking. 

Or  the  darkness  be  too  great  .  .  . 

What  can  one  candle  be  in-  infinity  .  .  . 

And  where  is  found  that  candle  .  .  . 

After  time  unfathomable. 

When  a  candle  docs  appear, 

What  small  amount  of  time  is  it  allowed 

To  grasp,  to  hold,  to  illuminate  and  to  enlighten  .  .  . 

And  then  zvhen  it  is  gone 

Be  its  place  again  enveloped  in  .  .  .  darkness  .  .  . 

No  !  !  ! 

Cringe!  Crawl! 

And  cast  aside  salvation  ... 

Putrid  Flesh, 

Stinking  masses. 

Ye  be  not  zvorthy  of  this  man  .  .  . 
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By  Samuel  Schafler 

The  bright  noon-day  sun  pours  through  the  heavily  curtained  stained-glass  windows  of  the 
Palaise  de  Justice  lighting  the  thronged  courtroom  interior  and  bringing  into  sharp  focus  the  emo- 
tion-lined faces  of  the  press,  the  spectators,  the  prosecution,  the  defense  and  the  judge. 

Captain  Alfred  Dreyfus  of  the  French  General  Staff  is  about  to  be  sentenced  for  espionage 
and  treason.  A  hush  falls  upon  the  crowded  courtroom.  The  fate  of  republican  France  is  being 
decided. 

To  the  left,  in  the  crowded  press  section  sits  Theodore  Herzl  the  Paris  correspondent  of  the 
Wiener  Neiue  Freie  Presse,  a  man  of  thirty-four,  with  an  heroic  black  beard  and  a  majestic  person- 
ality. He  is  already  one  of  the  most  famous  literary  artists  of  Vienna.  Here  too  the  fate  of  a 
people  is  being  decided.  The  course  of  a  people's  history  is  being  changed  by  this  son  of  Jewish 
assimilationists  and  German  literary  culture. 

Theodore  Herzl  is  pondering  the  case  of  Captain  Dreyfus,  Jew.  The  spectre  of  anti-semitisni 
hangs  like  a  cloud  in  the  courtroom ;  the  life  and  death  struggle  between  royalists  and  republicans 
is  being  fought  with  the  ever-useful  sword  of  anti-semitism.  Zola  has  already  been  exiled,  Col. 
Piquard  cashiered,  Major  Esterhazy  promoted.  Herzl  is  transforming  into  reality  thoughts  only 
dreamed  of  before.  A  world  movement  is  being   born  before  our  eyes. 

— Modern  anti-semitism  is  different  from  the  old  type  of  Jew  hatred.  It  is  a  consequence  of 
emancipation.  The  Jew  was  not  ready  for  emancipation,  for  pressure  of  circumstances  has  resulted 
in  a  middle  class  people.  No  sooner  were  they  politically  emancipated  than  they  constituted  a 
tremendous  competition  for  the  newly  developed  Christian  middle  class.  They  are  being  subjected 
to  pressure  as  Jews  and  as  bourgeoisie.  The  Jewish  question  is  no  longer  a  social  question,  a  ques- 
tion of  assimilation  and  adoption,  but  primarily  a  political  question.  Only  three  paths  are  open  to 
us :  dumb  endurance  of  humiliation,  fierce  rebellion  against  a  step-motherly  society,  or  elevation 
to  a  higher  level  of  morality,  "to  build  new  roads  for  the  inter-communication  of  mankind  and 
social  justice.  The  Jewish  State  is  a  World  need." 

"Captain  Dreyfus,  you  arc  sentenced  to  life  imprisonment  at  Devil's  Island  for  treason."  A 
triumphtnat  shout  goes  up  from  the  packed  mass  of  humanity.  Their  lust  has  been  satisfied.  The 
press  scranii)le  for  the  telegraph  wires,  scribbling  madly.  And  Theodore  Herzl.  founder  of  political 
Zionism,  has  grasped  a  vision — Zion  lives   again. 
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Under  the  supervision  of  the  versatile  Dr.  Benj,  D.  Shapiro,  better  known  in  T.A.  as  "Doc", 
the  Tahnudical  Academy  Library  has  this  term  undergone  a  period  of  reorganization  cuhninating 
with  the  appointment  of  a  six  man  Student  Library  Committee  to  govern  the  administration  of 
the  library.  The  new  management  system  has  proved  quite  a  success  and  T.A.'s  library,  we  are 
happy  to  say.  is  now  being  ruu^  more  efficiently  than  ever  before  in  its  history. 

Li  selecting  his  Student  Library  Committee  Dr.  Shapiro  exercised  propitious  judgement. 
The  committee,  consisting  of  chairman  Jeriy  Brickman,  Arthur  and  Carl  Rosenberg,  Sid  Schwartz, 
Eli  Greenwald  and  Abraham  Lebowitz  has  already  set  to  work  b}-  appointing  a  hard-working, 
competent  staff  of  librarians.  Among  the  man\-  new  reforms  of  the  new  regime,  is  the  curtail- 
ment of  faculty  privileges.  Teachers  ,will  be  obliged  to  present  library  card  to  take  out  books 
henceforth. 

The  library  is  entering  a  new  era  in  its  development.  Alany  new  books  have  been  added  in 
the  past  year,  and  "Doc"  is  gradually  procuring  a  well-rounded  selection  of  books  to  fit  the 
students'  needs.  Our  collection  now  totals  almost  five  thousand  books,  which  is  the  largest  pro- 
portionate amount  of  books  per  student  in  any  high  school  librarj-  in  the  city  of  New  York.  It 
is  encouraging  to  note  that  the  average  number  of  books  per  student  has  increased  from  seven 
and  a  half  to  almost  eight  and  three  quarters. 

All  in  all,  the  library  has  involved  into  an  institution  to  which  the  T.A.  student  may  point 
with  pride.  It  has  taken  great  strides  forward  in  the  past  year. 
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"Hey,  get  against  the  wall !"  The  obedient  senior,  languidly  glancing  over  his  shoulder  in 
response  to  this  command,  sticks  out  his  tongue,  utters  several  unprintable  syllables,  and  goes 
on  whistling.  "Hey  Joe,  pull  that  guy  out."  Joe  Hagler,  the  big,  brawny  and  booming  captain  of  the 
Discipline  Squad  comes  running  on  the  double-quick.  The  building  shakes.  "All  right,  you," 
says  Hagler,  "What's  the  big  .  .  .  oh,  a  SENIOR,  eh?  Come  on  down  to  Mr.  Abrams."  And  so 
Capt.  Hagler,  having  done  his  duty,  is  again  able  to  relax  into  serene  and  undisturbed  slumber. 

Joking  aside,  though,  the  fledgling  policemen  are  doing  an  excellent  job  of  keeping  the  school 
orderly.  With  a  big  lug  like  Lenny  Sherman  at  one  end  of  the  hall,  Chico  Siegel  at  the  other  and  a 
half  dozen  amateur  traffic  cops  standing  between  them,  the  T.A.  students  find  it  practi:ally  im- 
possible to  cross  the  traffic  line.  And  consequently,  "round  and  round  we  go." 

One  of  the  most  important  duties  of  the  squad  is  to  enforce  full  attendance  at  student  assem- 
blies. On  these  special  occasions,  Capt.  Hagler  enlists  volunteers  from  the  senior  class  to 
augment  the  regular  squad.  Knowing  his  fellow  students  fairly  well,  he  places  reliable  disciplinarians 
at  every  crack  in  the  wall  in  order  to  be   certain  that  no  one  escapes. 

Membership  in  the  Discipline  Squad  brings  privileges  as  well  as  responsibilities  to  the  hardy 
men  who  qualify  for  this  position.  Jack  Roth,  one  of  the  members  of  the  squad,  stepping  into 
his  Economics  class  twenty  minutes  after  the  bell  rings,  replies  to  the  inevitable  question,  "Discipline 
Squad,  Doc"  and  is  instantly  forgiven.  After  paying  strict  attention  to  the  lesson  for  five  minutes, 
he  goes  out  again  to  resume  his  arduous  duties. 

In  this  fashion  the  men  in  Capt.  Hagler's  command  have  served  ably  and  conscientiously 
during  the  past  semester.  The  student  body  owes  them  a  debt  of  gratitude  for  their  capable  handling 
of  all  their  assignments. 
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Talmudical  Academy  has  come  out  for  the  War  Effort  stronger  than  ever  in  the  past  year. 
For  a  school  of  hardly  more  than  two  hundred  students,  our  institution  has  done  as  much  and  more 
in  proportion  to  the  large  metropolitan  high  schools  numlDering  thousands  of  students.  For  once, 
Talmudical  Academy  students  can  point  to  their  record  of  funds  collected  for  various  humanitarian 
purposes  with  pride  of  accomplishment. 

A  great  share  of  the  credit  for  a  task  well  done  goes  to  the  chairman  of  the  War  Effort  Com- 
mittee, Lester  Hering.  Under  his  dynamic  leadership,  the  student  body  brought  in  $60,000.00  in 
war  bonds  and  stamps  last  term,  an  amount  far  surpassing  any  previous  total.  These  funds  were 
used  to  purchase  twenty  complete  hospital  units  for  disabled  war  veterans  at  Fort  Jay  Hospital, 
constituting  the  noblest  tribute  T.A.  students  can  ever  ask  for. 

An  equally  successful  campaign  was  conducted  by  Lester  on  behalf  of  the  National  War  Fund. 
With  the  added  stimulus  of  Dr.  Benjamin  D.  Shapiro,  he  collected  a  goodly  sum  to  be  used  by  the 
Fund  for  the  work  of  its  thirty-one  constituent  organizations.  The  student  body  responded  as 
generously  to  this  campaign  as  to  all  others. 

The  wind-up  campaign  of  the  year  was  conducted  by  Jacob  Hiesiger  on  behalf  of  the  Red 
Cross.  At  this  writing  the  campaign  is  entering  its  last  lap,  and  our  quota  is  rapidly  being  reached. 

With  this  record  of  successful  accomplishment  behind  it,  the  War  Effort  Committee  looks 
forward  with  confidence  to  the  next  year  and  resumption  of  its  peace-time  tasks. 


CLASS  TREASURERS 
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By  Sidney  Schwartz 

Green  men  .  .  .  To  me  it  seems  so  ordinary,  but  since  I  read  tliat  old  paper  I  found  in  Tetno 
Ki  Tatilan,  I  wonder.  I  know  my  name,  and  I  know  I  am  not  of  the  powerful  race  of  masters.  I  am 
ignorant  and  gross,  but  I  am  sure  my  race  must  have  once  been  proud  of  its  culture.  That  is,  if  it 
ever  had  any  culture  to  be  proud  of. 

The  paper  tells  of  a  time  when  there  were  many,  many  white  people,  and  they  weren't  the 
stupid  slaves  that  we  are.  It  even  tells  of  a  place  called  Chicago  ...  I  know  that  the  place  the  paper 
calls  Chicago  is  Tetno  Ki  Tatilan  ...  I  heard  the  old  wise  one  saying  something  like  that  to  little 
Wong  .  .  .  but  it  Seems  so  hard  to  understand. 

No,  I  am  not  complaining.  I  am  very  lucky,  really.  I  do  not  have  to  do  hard  work  like  the 
others.  Maybe  that  is  why  I  think  so  much.  Copying  papers  is  such  dull  work,  and  there  is  so  much 
to  understand.  Why  won't  they  let  me  learn.  Why  must  I  always  work  and  obey  their  filthy  orders. 
It  is  all  so  hard  to  understand. 

I  am  white.  That  is  all  I  know  about  myself.  I  live  in  a  sort  of  barracks  that  houses  about 
two  hundred  white  men  and  women.  Children  are  kept  in  a  different  hole,  somewhat  better  than 
ours.  We  have  one  meal  in  the  morning  and  then  we  work.  Some  work  hard  and  some  are  lucky 
.  .  .  We  work  .  .  . 

It  might  seem  funny,  but  there  are  some  who  say  they  can  remember  when  there  were  entire 
cities  in  which  there  were  no  green  men.  Of  course,  I  don't  believe  it,  but  it  is  said  nevertheless. 
Of  course,  there  are  no  such  places  now. 

It  might  very  well  have  been  different  ...  I  am  not  too  sure  as  to  the  truth  of  the  story, 
these  green  things  tell  us  nothing,  but  I  shall  tell  it  as  I  heard  it. 

There  were  many  white  men  in  this  part  of  the  world.  In  fact,  this  country  was  entirely 
white.  CiviHzation  in  that  part  of  the  globe,  called  Europe,  was  entirely  wiped  out.  That  is, 
unless  you  can  call  a  mass  of  green  hordes,  civilized.  There  was  no  one  left  to  oppose  the  onslaught. 
The  country  called  Amera,  I  think  the  name  is  that,  was  the  only  one  which  had  not  yet  been 
desecrated.  But  its  end  was  inevitable.  Vice  and  corruption  was  all  that  was  left.  After  many 
victorious  wars,  and  after  wiping  out  half  the  white  people  in  existence,  the  country  sat  back  to 
take  it  easy. 

It  was  only  when  it  was  too  late  that  they  realized  the  imminent  danger.  There  was  nothing 
left  for  them  to  do  but  fall  in  the  last  desperate  struggle.  The  country  in  the  Northwest  had 
fallen,  and  with  it,  all  hope  for  survival. 

But,  as  the  story  goes,  they  were  thick.  Somehow,  they  just  did  not  understand  what  was 
happening.  They  were  busy  improving  the  country  internally.  There  were  too  many  different 
types  of  people.  There  were  the  nemos,  the  people  called  Carolics,  and  the  joos.  They  must  have 
been  great  threats  to  the  nation's  welfare  because  while  the  rest  of  the  world  was  attempting  to  stop 
these  green  locusts,  these  people  were  getting  rid  of  the  joos,  nemos,  carolics,  and  the  other  various 
menaces  to  their  safety. 

It  was  a  hot  summer  day,  they  say.  All  the  scientists  in  the  country  were  busy  inventing 
gadgets  to  kill  and  break  and  destroy.  All  the  people  were  cursing  the  weather,  reading  whatever 
they  read,  and  drinking  whatever  they  drank. 
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When  the  first  homh  liit  New  Y(irk  .  .  .  that  must  have  l)een  a  Ijig  city  .  .  .  all  the  politicians 
ran  to  country's  capitol  for  lengthy  debates  and  discussions.  They  could  not  decide  whether  they 
should  blame  the  joos  or  the  carolics  for  the  invasion.  While  they  were  thus  bickering,  the  green 
menace  became  a  reality.  On  the  West  Coast  there  were  uprisings,  and  the  great  Ijombs  of  the 
green  men  destroyed  the  big  cities  aid  centers.  By  all  t3'pes  of  contraptions,  and  in  all  manners, 
the  green  hordes  came.  Slaughter,  rape,  murder,  and  destruction  were  the  bywords  of  the  time. 
But,  all  this  did  not  last  .  .  .  Within  a  few  years  they  had  masterly  reduced  the  white  civilization 
to    a    handful    of    pitiful    slaves,    scattered    throughout  the  world. 

Perhaps  all  this  could  have  been  avoided.  Those  of  us  who  are  thinking  men  think  that  we 
could  have  prevented  it  .  .  .  but  I  do  not  know.  These  green  torturers  might  be  cruel,  despicable 
and  detestable,  but  they  haven't  our  white  weaknesses. 

No,  I  guess  it  doesn't  help  thinking  about  what  was,  or  what  might  have  been,  but  damn  it, 
if  these  nemos  stay  the  pets  of  the  green  men  and  get  all  the  best  jobs  .  .  . 
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By  Melvin  Cohen 

Shades  of  tzvilight  are  falling; 

Fingers  of  night  enclose  the  setting  sun, 

As  the  halo  of  the  heavens 

Surrenders  to  the  yellow  of  the  moon, 

A  sky  sprinkled  with  countless  stars. 

'Neath  these  stars  stands  the  chaluts. 

Stout  of  heart  and  broad  of  shoulders, 

Midst  the  shadows  that  envelope 

The  rolling  fields  of  green. 

His  eyes  pierce  the  shadows, 

A  schism  of  light  in  the  inky  blackness, 

And  in  the  darkness  he  sees 

A  rich  and  fertile  valley, 

A  broad  expanse  of  fruitful  soil. 

The  Kitbutz  and  the  Moshav 

Built  by  tears,  sweat  and  toil. 

He  can  sense  the  taste  of  rich  ripe  fruit 

Planted  and  harvested  by  his  own  hand, 

And  a  feeling  of  pride  surges  through  Iiiui 

As  he  remembers  what  zvas  once  but  barren  land, 

Noiv  the  land  of  milk  and  honey. 

Weary  of  the  day's  labors. 

Yet  happy  with  the  feeling  of  contcutuicnt  they  impart, 

He  takes  one  last  look  at  the  darkness, 

Conscious  only  of  the  happiness  in  his  heart. 
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By  Melvin  Cohen 

In  a  small  flat  overlooking  the  village  square,  sat  a  little  old  lady,  her  body  stooped  over  a  small 
dining  table.  At  first  glance,  her  small  sallow  face  gave  the  impression  of  deep,  strongly  felt  sorrow. 
But  even  in  that  creased  and  battered  face,  a  spirit  of  freshness  could  be  discerned,  the  vicacious  spirit 
of  life  that  had  inhabited  her  soul  many  years  ago,  and  a  spark  of  which  still  dwelt  there,  striving  to 
fan  itself  into  a  flame,  to  conquer  that  aching  heart,  and  divert  the  weary  soul  from  the  pain  and 
sorrow  it  had  endured  so  long. 

Suddenly  the  door  knob  turned  and  a  man  entered  the  room.  The  little  lady  raised  her  head; 
a  smile  possessed  her  features.  She  rose  nimbly,  and  with  a  springiness  of  step  that  was  out  of 
keeping  with  a  woman  of  her  age,  she  walked  towards  the  door,  towards  the  man  who  stood,  arms 
outstretched,  reaching  for  her.  IMan  and  woman  embraced,  for  they  were  husand  and  wife. 

And  as  they  stood  holding  each  other,  the  old  woman  assumed  an  altogether  different  appear- 
ance. The  lines  of  age  and  worry  disappeared  from  her  face.  The  circles  under  her  eyes  were  no 
longer  to  be  seen.  The  skin  so  creased  and  wrinkled,  was  fresh  and  soft.  Her  features  were  young, 
her  movements  nimble,  as  if  the  years  had  been  turned  back,  all  those  years  of  aging  pain  and  tor- 
ment. She  seemed  almost  twenty  years  younger  in  appearance,  fifteen  at  the  least.  A  beautiful 
woman  and  the  wife  of  an  equally  handsome  man. 

""Back  so  soon?"  she  asked.  "Yes,  it  is  rather  earl)-,"  he  answered,  and  then  added  face- 
tiously, "I  guess  the  Chazan  was  hungry,  too."  For  it  was  the  first  night  of  Pesach,  and  the  serv- 
ices had  been  completed  at  an  earlier  time  than  usual. 

After  washing  they  went  to  the  table,  a  table  glistening  with  good  things  to  eat :  wine,  matzohs, 
charoseth  and  chrayn,  all  the  traditional  foods  of  the  Pesach.  The  immaculately  white  table  cloth 
seemed  even  whiter  under  the  glare  of  the  candle  light,  and  the  faces  of  the  participants  in  that  first 
Seder  glowed  with  the  spirit  of  Pesach. 

The  Seder  commenced  with  the  reciting  of  the  Kiddish.  after  which  came  the  "Four  Ques- 
tions", and  the  reading  of  the  Agadah  in  answer  to  the  questions.  The  reading  completed,  they  ate 
their  dinner  and  discussed  the  events  of  the  day,  talking  about  various  things,  and  particularly  about 
their  two  sons,  Jacob  and  Noam,  who  were  learning  in  the  Yeshiva  of  the  Big  City.  Everything 
was  good  and  sweet  that  night,  save  possibly  the  traditionally  bitter  horse-radish  which,  however, 
was  a  delicacy  nevertheless. 

The  meal  completed,  they  said  grace,  and,  filling  a  glass  with  wine  for  Elijah,  they  placed  it 
at  the  center  of  the  table.  A  knocking  at  the  door  was  heard,  and  the  woman  went  to  open  it,  saying, 
"Welcome,  Elijah."  Two  young  figures  entered,  David  and  Abraham,  her  two  grandchildren. 
"Chag   Someach,"   they   greeted  her   in  unison.    "Chag  Someach."  she  replied. 

One  of  the  boys  brought  two  bags  to  the  talile,  and,  presenting  them  to  her,  said,  "Look 
Grandma.  See  what  we  have  here,  matzohs  and  wine.  It  was  very  hard  getting  them,  but  now  we 
can  have  a  real  Pesach  Seder.  Won't  you  eat  with  us  ?" 

"Thank  you.  but  you  can  eat  alone,  boys,"  she  said,  "for  I've  already  had  my  dinner."  "But 
when?"  they  asked.  "Where  did  you  get  the  matzohs  and  wine?" 

"Just  a  little  while  ago,"  she  replied.  "And  we  had  such  a  beautiful  Seder.  You  know  how 
well  Grandfather  can  sing.  We  had  wine  and  matzohs  and  meat,  and  just  about  everything.  We 
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finished  just  as  you  came  in.  In  fact,  Elijah's  wine  glass  was  still  on  the  table,  and  when  1  opened 
the  door  to  admit  you,  I  thought  it  was  the  prophet  himself  had  come.  But  you  sec,  I  was  mistaken, 
or  perhaps  you  are  two  Elijahs  sent  to  my  door." 

The  two  grandchildren  stood  in  mute  silence.  Incredulously  they  stared  at  the  barren  table,  at 
the  empty  pantry  and  at  the  little  wooden  candlesticks  which  were  the  only  sign  of  Pesach  in  the 
house.  "You  must  have  been  dreaming,"  said  David.  "Come,  let  us  set  the  table  and  we  will  eat." 
"No.'  she  said.  "You  eat.  I'm  not  hungry.  Maybe  it  was  a  dream.  Maybe  I  was  dreaming,  but  just 
the  same,  I'm  full  and  couldn't  eat  another  morsel  of  food  nor  drink  another  drop  of  wine." 

It  was  of  no  use  arguing  with  her.  The  two  boys  ate  by  themselves,  now  and  then  glancing 
sympathetically  at  their  old  grandmother  and  nodding  at  each  other  significantly. 

But  she  remained  unperturbed,  and  as  she  lay  back  in  her  chair,  her  mind  drifted  back  to 
yesteryear,  to  other  Pesachs  and  other  Seders,  to  one  in  particular,  one  that  took  place  some  fifteen 
to  twenty  years  ago.  She  remembered  her  husband,  handsome  and  dignified,  coming  home  from  the 
services,  and  embracing  her  as  he  entered  the  room,  the  very  room  she  was  now  sitting  in.  She 
remembered  the  glorious  Seder  as  he  conducted  it,  the  laughter,  the  happiness.  She  remembered  her 
two  sons  in  the  Yeshiva  in  the  Big  City.  And  as  she  recalled  those  days  of  plenty,  a  smile  filtered 
through  her  tightly  compressed  lips,  and  at  the  same  time  a  tear  moistened  her  eye  lids.  For  she 
was  happy,  happy  in  recalling  those  joyous  days,  but  sad  in  the  realization  that  they  would  be  no 
more.  Yes,  those  were  happy  days,  the  days  before  the  Nazis  infested  Europe.  Now  she  was  alone, 
her  husband  and  two  sons  dead,  killed  by  the  Nazis. 

A  little  old  lady  alone  in  the  world,  a  little  old  lady  enthralled  in  a  sea  of  memories. 
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By  Anton 

A  breeze, 

A  zvind. 

But  not  enough. 

Not  enough  of  aiiy/liiiuj 

Tu  satisfy  desire, 

Voluptuous,  scnsuulistic  desire  .  .  . 

A  thought, 

Slowly  catching, 

Suddeidy  becoming  slroiuj 

^Ind  holding  the  mind  in  a  grip, 

Never  to  let  go, 

Until  the  creation  of  a  iieic  ivorld 

A  ivorld  of  greater  thoughts 

Not  deeds  .  .  . 

A  question  fleets  through  fog  filled  ('rains 

But  soon  vanishes  upon  the  drugged  thing 

Called  by  mortal  fools  a  mind. 

Gods  in  Olympus, 

Ye  who  zcalloz^i  in  your  andirosia  and  nectar. 


Payne 

While  zve  are  born  to  exist 

Among  these  stinking,  foul  servants 

Of  the  rotten  soul. 

Raise  us 

Or  destroy  us. 

Imbue  us  with  knotvledge, 

Sensible  compassion  if  there  be  such  thing, 

Or  zvith  the  hammer  of  the  mighty  Thor 

Smite  us  this  day  .  .  . 

It  be  zvhut  zve  deserve  .  .  . 

Forsake  this  virgin  innocence 

For  all  it  be  is  rank  hypocrisy. 

The  product  of  a  mind  that  is  half  dulled. 

With  the  tumult  of  reason 

And  the  curse  of  genius  .  .  . 

To  dust. 

To  dust. 

No  more, 

No  less  .  .  . 
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On  the  night  of  Jan.  20,  1946,  over  3,000  perscjns  flocked  to  the  St.  Nicholas  Arena  to  witness 
a  thrill  packed  basketball  tournament,  in  which  T.A.'s  squad  was  to  encounter  the  might  of  power- 
ful St.  Joseph's.  As  the  houselights  dimmed,  spotlighting  the  brilliantly  illuminated  court,  the 
opposing  teams  lined  up,  drawing  a  tremendous  burst  of  applause  from  the  audience.  The  T.A. 
quintet  played  a  sizzling  game  that  evening,  with  Artie  "Stretch"  Stein,  star  of  the  varsity,  paving 
the  way  to  victory.  His  spectacular  pivot  shots,  accounting  for  a  total  of  18  points,  brought  tumul- 
tuous cheers  from  the  crowd.  Capt.  Danny  Konisky  and  "Kid"  Felder  played  hard  and  accurate 
basketball  to  spark  the  team  to  a  triumphant  finish.  The  final  whistle  found  T.A.  out  in  front  36-35. 
This  victory  was  the  first  in  a  series  of  spectacular  successes  on  the  court  for  the  triumphant 
hoopsters. 

The  Blue  and  White  team  next  trounced  a  Benjamin  Harrison  team  to  the  tune  of  26-16. 
Another  victory  over  M.T.J,  followed.  T.A.  moved  on  to  a  more  difificult  encounter  by  taking  on 
the  mighty  Evander  Childs  team.  The  opposition  was  powerful  and  caused  the  T.A.  hoopsters  to 
lag  behind  constantly  in  the  first  half.  Spurred  by  brilliant  playing  however,  the  team  made  a 
great  come-back  in  the  second  half.  With  Capt.  Komsky  pacing  the  team,  and  Stein  sinking  23 
points,  the  struggling  T.A.  quintet  surged  ahead  to  gain  the  fourth  straight  victory  with  the  score 
at  42-40 

T.A.'s  first  loss  was  to  a  strong  Immaculate  squad.  Yet,  undaunted,  the  Quints  proceeded  to 
slaughter  R.J.J. ,  29-12.  Continuing  its  splendid  playing,  our  varsity  compiled  a  record  of  11  wins 
from  a  total  of  16  games.  It  also  emerged  as  the  champion  of  the  recently  founded  Yeshiva  League. 

This  impressive  showing  was  due  to  the  fine  brand  of  ball  shown  on  the  courts  by  the  T.A. 
quintet.  Among  the  outstanding  members  of  the  squad  have  been  "Mousy"  Myerowitz,  Lenny 
Sherman,  "Kid"  Felder,  Morty  Shelkowitz,  Billy  Tepper,  and  Lou  Lauer.  This  year's  Athletic 
Managers,  Bert  Awner  and  William  Tepper  are  to  be  commended  for  their  splendid  job  in  work- 
ing out  a  schedule  for  the  team  and  booking  their  games. 
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The  office  squad  is  a  group  of  boj's  who  have  proved  themselves  invalualjle  to  Mr.  Abrams 
in  his  arduous  task  of  running  the  school.  They  are  known  as  the  fellows  who  are  always  running 
around  with  the  attendance  sheets,  shouting  notices  to  dispassionate  souls.  Without  sharing  the 
pomp  and  glory  of  other  extra-curricular  affairs,  they  play  an  important  part  in  the  efficient  func- 
tioning of  our  administration. 

In  the  fall  term  this  staff  was  headed  by  William  Bari,  a  sincere  j-oung  man  who  managed 
the  squad  efficienth'.  After  Bari's  graduation,  Harvey  Shapiro  took  over  the  management  of  the 
office    squad,    and   proved    himself    equally   adept    at    handling  the   job. 

Unfortunately,  few  of  us  realize  the  significance  attached  to  the  work  that  these  boys  are 
doing.  Can  we  picture  what  chaos  would  reign  if  the  attendance  sheets  failed  to  appear  upon  the 
teachers'  desks  one  day? 

The  thought  presents  possibilities  .  .  . 
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Among  the  less  publicized,  but  more  active  of  T.A.'s  societies,  is  the  Chess  Club.  Although 
it  can  hardly  be  called  sensational,  the  Chess  Club  is  nevertheless  worthy  of  a  few  words  of  praise. 

The  club  organized  by  our  pawn-pushers  is  primarily  suited  for  thinkers.  The  brilliance  of 
their  playing  is  ainple  proof  of  this  fact.  As  they  are  not  satisfied  with  their  individual  mastery  of 
the  chessboard,  however,  the  boys  gather  weekly  to  swap  ideas,  display  their  talents,  and  improve 
their  game.  In  this  respect  Dr.  S.  Charles,  the  club's  faculty  advisor,  helps  them  enormously.  He 
patiently  and  conscientiously  attends  meetings,  and  instructs  his  proteges  in  technique  and  polish. 

To  get  an  idea  of  just  how  much  this  game,  which  strikes  the  inexperienced  as  somewhat  dull, 
means  to  these  chess  fiends,  all  one  has  to  do  is  to  atttend  a  study  period  and  count  the  fellows 
plaguing  Mr.  Elgart  for  permission  to  use  the  chessboard.  Among  the  rank  and  file  chessmen  are 
S.  Dyen,  D.  Steinberg,  J.  Altusky,  E.  Sales  and  J.  Verschleiser.  The  faculty  sponsors  of  the  Chess 
Club,  aside  from  Dr.  Charles  who  succeeded  Mr.  F.  Blume  as  faculty  advisor  several  years  ago, 
include  Mr.  A.  Diexel  and  Mr.  J-  Elgart,  both  ranking  chessboard  strategists. 

Little  more  can  be  said  about  this  club  except  ...  if  you're  interested,  just  watch  them  in 
action. 
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"Cut  it  out  back  dere,  vill  you !" 

With  these  famous  words  Rabbi  Moshe  Reguer  opened  the  first  session  of  the  Hebrew  Speak- 
ing Ckib,  two  years  ago.  Under  his  continuous  inspiring  leadership,  the  club  has  grown  considerably 
in  quality  and  in  quantity  ever  since.  From  humble  beginnings  the  club  has  risen  to  occupy  the 
position    of    the    largest    and    most    popular    weekly    student  gathering  in  the  school. 

Its  creation  was  designed  to  provide  the  T.A.  student  with  an  opportunity  to  speak  a  con- 
versational, non-class  room  Hebrew.  Today  its  success  can  no  longer  be  doubted.  With  lectures 
and  speeches  by  noted  Hebrew  educators,  with  pertinent  discussions  and  open  forums  on  uniquely 
Jewish  issues,  the  Hebrew  Speaking  Club  has  succeeded  to  arouse  the  students'  enthusiasm  for  the 
everyday  usage  of  the  Hebrew  language,  as  well  as  to  reawaken  their  interest  in  the  current  hap- 
penings in  the  Jewish  world. 

Not  satisiied  with  its  past  achievements,  and  not  inclined  to  rest  on  past  glories,  the  Hebrew 
Speaking  Club  is  currently  planning  to  widen  its  field  of  activities  to  include  a  Hebrew  newspaper, 
a  Choral  Group  and  a  Dramatic  Society.  Under  the  leadership  of  President  Abraham  Chusid, 
these  plans  have  been  under  consideration  for  some  time,  and  are  being  matured  for  realization 
next  term. 

A  truly  bigger  and  better  Hebrew  Speaking  Club  will  confront  the  students  upon  their  return 
to  school  in  September. 
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Talmudical  Academy's  mastery  of  the  art  of  rhetoric  and  public  speaking  has  again  been 
demonstrated.'  Under  the  able  leadership  of  Samuel  Schafler,  Interscholastic  Debating  Chairman, 
technique,  ability,  and  old-fashioned  hard  work  were  synthesized  into  an  undefeated  Debating 
Team.  The  principal  members  of  this  society  were  A.  Taub,  L  Charny,  A.  Chusid,  S.  Schwartz, 
L.  Nesis,  D.  Barkew,  and  J.  Beck — seven  names  representing  co-ordination  and  co-operation. 
While  some  displayed  their  oratorical  abihties,  others  labored  relentlessly  in  the  field  of  research. 

A.  Taub,  June  Chairman,  has  shifted  emphasis  from  the  upper  classmen  and  has  been  trying 
to  stimulate  interest  in  oratory  among  the  lower  classmen.  A  splendid  effort  is  being  shown  and 
we  are  confident  that  the  harvest  will  be  worthy  of  the  energies  devoted  to  it. 

An  added  note  of  thanks  must  be  awarded  to  T.A.'s  representative  in  many  oratorical 
contests,  Victor  Solomon.  His  recent  laurels  are  many,  but  he  shines  out  as  one  of  the  winners  of 
the  Inter-City  Oratory  Contest  sponsored  by  the  New  York  Mirror,  winner  of  the  Inter- Yeshiva 
Debating  Tournament,  and  third  in  line  in  the  "Andrew  Jackson"  Inter-City  Competition. 
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A  retort  heats  slowly  on  the  glowing  Bunsen  burner,  while  two  figures  dart  between  test 
tubes  as  a  third  relentlessly  takes  notes.  A  handsome  young  man  meditatively  sits  in  the  back  of 
the  smoke-filled  laboratory,  and  scrutinizes  all  the  proceedings.  A  cry  of  delight  pierces  the 
silence.  Curious  microbe  hunters  cluster  around  the  Judah  Landes-Abraham  Lebowitz  team  who 
are  successfully  holding  up  for  inspection  a  concoction  somewhat  resembling  a  dish  of  last  year's 
apple  sauce. 

The  first  experiment  in  plastics,  that  the  T.A.  Science  Club  has  undertaken,  is  a  success. 
They  have  created  a  plastic,  which  must  be  a  new  one,  as  it  resembles  none  known  to  society.  But 
undaunted,  these  "stalwart  pioneers"  persevere. 

Although  it  is  a  relatively  new  club,  Arthur  Rosenfeld  and  Judah  Landes,  co-presidents,  have 
proven  that  a  science  club  in  T.A.  can  and  will  succeed.  They  feel  that  there  are  enough  students  in 
our  school  to  warrant  an  active  and  useful  organization. 

The  experiments  leading  to  the  preparation  of  a  plastic  in  the  laboratory  were  begun  after 
the  majority  of  the  members  of  the  club  expressed  an  overwhelming  desire  to  delve  into  the 
study  of  plastics.  In  this  particular  field,  the  club  is  fortunate  in  having  as  a  member  the  son  of 
T.A.'s  former  Chemistry  teacher  (now  teaching  at  the  Brooklyn  branch),  A.  Lebowitz,  who 
is    well    acquainted    with   the   preparation    of   plastic    materials. 

Under  the  able  leadership  of  Mr.  Martin  Keller,  erstwhile  Science  teacher,  the  Science 
Club  anticipates  a  great  future.  It  represents  T.A.  in  a  field  never  before  ventured  into,  by 
Yeshiva  students.  Its  activities,  the  vast  unlimited  studies  of  the  sciences,  provide  its  members 
with  much  useful  information  as  well  as   with  many  lighter  moments. 
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One  of  the  newest  innovations  in  Talniudical  Academy  is  the  TALAC  Junior  Rifle  Club. 
It  was  organized  in  December  1945,  and  a  month  later,  matters  had  progressed  so  that  the  club 
received  a  charter  from  the  National  Rifle  Association,  a  non-sectarian  organization  devoted  to  the 
encouragement  of  rifle-shooting.  TAI.AC  at  unce  became  a  very  popular  organization,  boasting 
of  a  very  large  membership. 

Before  going  on  the  firing  line,  preliminary  instruction  was  given  by  Mr.  Frank  McKenzie, 
instructor  and  leader  of  the  club.  Through'  lectures  and  official  army  film-strips,  the  boys  were 
introduced  to  the  intricacies  of  shooting.  They  then  were  taken  to  the  range  for  their  first 
firing  practice. 

To  reveal  the  aim  and  purpose  of  the  club,  we  have  only  to  turn  to  the  words  of  its  in- 
structor, Mr.  McKenzie. 

"Shooting  develops  self-control.  This  fact  becomes  quite  evident  when  you  know  that  each 
person  on  the  range  must  be  careful  of  his  slightest  move  in  order  to  minimize  any  possible 
danger.  Through  the  clulj,  the  members  arrive  at  a  better  understanding  of  human  beings 
through  the  frequent  association  with  fellow  riflemen  of  all  denominations.  It  is  a  sport  which 
enables  almost  everyone,  regardless  of  physical  handicap,  to  participate  on  an  equal  basis.  In  this 
respect  it  is  fundamentally  different  from  the  active  sports,  which  rely  on  the  tallest,  husgiest, 
or  the  fastest  man  to  win  the  team's  laurels." 

After  a  great  deal  of  practice  the  team  participated  in  three  matches.  The  first  was  sponsored 
by  the  Connecticut  Rifle  Association  and  was  given  in  New  Haven.  The  team  placed  thirty-fourth 
among  forty-six  entries.  Moshe  Soller,  a  participating  member,  received  a  Special  Merit  Medal 
for  his  high  score.  A  match  with  Poly  Prep  School  soon  followed  which  resulted  in  a  victory  for 
Poly  Prep,  957  points  to  TALAC's  868.  The  next  week  showed  a  marked  improvement,  when 
TALAC  defeated  Boy's  High  School,  542  points  to  512.  In  a  return  match  with  Boy's  High, 
TALAC  was  defeated  by  a  slight  margin. 

Realizing  that  practice  and  polish  would  strengthen  the  team,  Mr.  McKenzie  withdrew  them 
from  further  matches,  and  concentrated  on  the  finer  points  of  the  sport.  The  result  of  this  course 
will  soon  be  displayed  in  a  more  confident  and  experienced  group  of  shooters. 
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lul 

M 

M 

Exclusive  Agents  for  the 

531  61  Street 

M 

liil 

W. 

Kook  Memorial  Foundation 

M 

hi 

M 

Publications 

West  New  York                       New  Jersey 

M 

M 

Rabbi   Judah  Fishman,  Editor-in-Chief 

M 

M 

M 

M 

n 

M 

LOngacre  5-8998—8997 

M 

M 

Compliments  of 

M 

M 

I.  KRAMER 

M 
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DRESS— CLOAK  TRIMMINGS 

M 

MR.  &  MRS.  MARTIN  KLEIN 

M 

COTTON  GOODS  NOTIONS 

M 

M 

SILK  SEAM  BINDING 

M 

M 

COVERED  BUTTONS  &  BUCKLES 

M 

M 

and  ROBERT 

M 

M 

320  W.  37th  St.                 New  York  City 
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Compliments  of 

Compliments  of 

M 

M 

MR.  &  MRS.  PETER  GREEN 

MR.  &  MRS.  M.  KAUFMAN 

M 

M 

M 

M 

AND  PAUL 

377  Montgomery  St.        Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 
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M 
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M 
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EAT  AT 

W. 

M 

BENNY'S   COLLEGE  LUNCHEONETTE 

Compliments  of 

M 

Across  From  the  Yeshiva 

MR.  &  MRS.  GOLDFARB 

53  [J 

M 

Benny  Klatzke,  Proprietor 
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M 

M 
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Compliments  of 

M 

M 

Compliments  of 

M 

M 

NATIONAL  DENTAL  SUPPLY  CO. 

M 
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RABBI  JOSEPH  H.  LOOKSTEIN 

M 

M 

Newark,  N.  J. 
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M 

M 

M 

M 

M 

Compliments  of 

HOTEL  BRENNER 

M 

M 

Saratog  Springs 

M 

M 

M.  D.  SINGER 

Will  Open  May  15,  1946 

M 

M 
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BEST  WISHES  TO 

M 

ARTHUR  and  CARL  ROSENBERG 

E«< 

M 
j]t? 

M 
M 

M 
M 
M 

♦It? 

upon  their  graduation 

EJ^i 

^3t< 

from  the 

E«^ 
M 
M 

•    ROSENBERG  FAMILY 

M 

Rabbi  Dr.  Philip  Rosenberg 

M 
M 

Rabbi  Mrs.  Alex  Rosenberg   and  Family 

M 
M 

Dr.  Benamin  Rosenberg  and  Family 

M 
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Mr.  &  Mrs.  Saul  Bergida  and  Family 

M 

M 
M 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  Alex  Roth  and  Family 

M 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  Arthur  Orner  and  Family 

¥l 

Jit? 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  Max  Lesnick  and  Family 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  Louis  Sparer  and  Daughter 

M 

M 
M 
M 
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Mr.  &  Mrs.  John  Cole  and  Daughter 

M 
E«i 

Alex  Heiden,  Tangier,  Morroco 
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Compliments  from 

THE   HRST   MIHOVA   BERHOMETH 

BUCOWINER,  K.V.V. 

JACK  STIER,  President 

ABE    EISENBERG,   Financial    Secretary 

Best  of  Luck  to 

GUIDEON  GOLDMAN 

from 

JOSEPH  and  EDGAR  HAUSMAN 

Compliments  of 

SAM'S  APPETIZERS 

214  West  72nd  Street 

New  York  City 

Compliments  of 

MR.   &   MRS.   SAMUEL   SHAPIRO 

Laurelton,  L.  I. 

Compliments  of 

MAX  FEINMAN  CO. 

Fur  Merchants 


Compliments  of 
MR.  &  MRS.  MAX  SPIEGEL 


Compliments  of 
BREITTHOLZ  BROS. 
350  Seventh  Avenue 

New  York  City 

Compliments  of 

MORRIS  HOFFMAN 

CAPITOL  DRY  GOODS  CO. 

77  Eldridge  Street  New  York  City 


Compliments  of 

GOODMAN  BROS. 

37  Wilson  Street  Brooklyn  11,  N.  Y. 

Compliments  of 

J.  RAPHAEL  &  SON 

Importers  and  Grinders  of  Spices 

141  Christie  Street  New  York  City 

Compliments  of 
JOE  ROTHMAN 


Compliments  of 
HERBERT  A.  LIPSCHITZ 

Compliments  of 
RABBI  M.  LIPSCHITZ 

Manufacturer    and    Distributor    of    All 
Kinds  of  Religious  Articles 

92  Rivington  Street  New  York  City 

Compliments  of 

MR.  &  MRS.  MAX  FEDER 

AND  SONS 

Compliments  of 

Evergreen   8-1984 

SCHWARTZ  &  WOOLFSON,  INC. 

Exclusive   Men's  Wear 

760  Broadway  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

Near   Flushing   Avenue 

Compliments  of 
Telephone  32-5379  or  6-6360 

MORRIS  LEHRER  &  CO. 

Manufacturer's   Agents 

P.  O.  Box  1751  Hartford,  Conn. 
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WITTY  BROS.  CLOTHIERS 

550  Fifth  Avenue  1400  Broadway 

1520  Pitkin  Avenue      50  Eldridge  Street 


HOUSE  OF 

HERMAN  OXMAN 

FOOD  BROKERS 

627  LAFAYETTE  BUILDING 
5th  and  Chestnut  Streets 

Philadelphia  6,  Pa. 


Compliments  of 


FRANK  ROTHMAN 


AND  FAMILY 


HUNGARIAN  PICKLE 
PRODUCTS  CO. 

58  GARDEN  STREET 
Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


Compliments  of 


CHARLES  KLECKNER 


Compliments  to 


HERBERT  A.  LIPSCHITZ 


from  LEE  GERTNER 


MANHATTAN  PRODUCE 
EXCHANGE,  INC. 

Packers,    Shippers,   Receivers   and 
Commission  Merchants 

Cor.  Bushwick  PI.  and  Montrose  Ave. 
Brooklyn  6,  N.  Y. 

WOrth  2-3970 

HARRY  BROWN 

General   Commission   Merchant 

FRUITS  AND  PRODUCE 

97  WARREN  STREET  N.  Y.  C. 

Market  Stores:   286-288  Greenwich  Si. 
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Compliments  oi 


MR.  &  MRS  ABE  SCHWARTZ 


Compliments  of 

Compliments  of 

ROYAL  COAT 

GOLDMAN  GERSHON 

MANUFACTURING  CO. 

SALES  CO.,  INC. 

1150  BROADWAY 

556  BROADWAY 

NEW  YORK  CITY 

NEW  YORK  CITY 
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E«? 

M 

En? 

M 

?3fi 

M 

N 

M 

>k7 

M 

JOE  PASTERNACK 

MR.  &  MRS. 
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HOLLYWOOD 

I.    LAMDAN 
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80  DELANCEY  STREET                                       NEW  YORK  CITY 
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THE    TIDES    HOTEL 

¥l 

M 

M 

M 

Strict  Kosher  Cuisine 
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Modern  Luxurious  Environment 
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MIAMI  BEACH                                                                     FLORIDA 
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MR.  &  MRS.  A.  M.  HILLMAN 
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K.  &  K. 
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and  their  children 
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DENTAL  LABORATORIES,  INC. 
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RENAH  Z„  AVIGAIL  M. 
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Passaic,  N.  J. 
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MR.  <&  MRS.  J.  A.  BROOKMAN 

llll 
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MR.  &  MRS.  EDWARD  HYMAN 
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AND  FAMILY 
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Los  Angeles,  Caiifornia 
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Los  Angeles,  California 
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Compliments  of 

HOROWITZ  BROS.  <S 
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MARGARETEN 
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DR.  &  MRS.  N.  T.  BRUSSEL 

Bakers  of 

"The  Matzoh  With  The  Taste" 
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FOrdham  4-7380 
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Compliments  of  the 
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SAMUELS 

M 

FRIENDLY  FREDMAN  BROS. 

Manufacturers  of 
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FEATHERS  and  FLOWERS 

M 
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¥l 

Peoria,  Illinois 

4-6  EAST  184th  STREET 

Bronx,  N.  Y. 
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Compliments  of 


MR.  KIRSH 


M 
M 

Compliments  oi 

M 

THE  SHEPPARD  CO. 

M 

EUZABETH,  N.  J. 

Compliments  of 

M 

PERFECT   MERCHANDISE   CO. 

236  BROOME  STREET 

NEW  YORK  CITY 

Compliments  of 


MR.  and  MRS.  M.  LUXEMBURG 
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Compliments  of 

MR.  KOTLIN 

1854  EAST  19th  STREET 
BROOKLYN,  NEW  YORK 


ZUCKERBRAUN  BROS. 


560-62  BROADWAY 


NEW  YORK  CITY 


O.K.  UNIFORM  CO. 


512  BROADWAY 


NEW  YORK  CITY 


Compliments  of 


LOUIS  WILKENFELD 


606  BEDFORD  AVENUE 


BROOKLYN,  N.  Y. 
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Compliments    to    SIDNEY    SCHWARTZ 


SIDNEY  SCHWARTZ 
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WOLOVNICK-NUSBLATT 
FOUNDATION,  Inc. 
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Ninety-four  Compliments    to   SIDNEY    SCHWARTZ 
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DAyton  9-3007 

BOBBY  BRAND  PICKLE   CO. 

Packers  of 

PICKLES  and  SAUERKRAUT 

533  HUNTS  POINT  AVENUE 
Bronx  59,  N.  Y. 


Compliments  of  the 


SCHWALBE  FOUNDATION 


Compliments  of 


CREDIT  ARCADE  LIMITED 


MONTREAL  CANADA 


Compliments  of 


MR.  &  MRS.  SAMUEL  MILLER 


HAVERSTRAW,  NEW  YORK 


Compliments  of 


REINHOLD  BROS. 


Compliments  of 

FORMAN  KNIT  GOODS  CO. 

83  ORCHARD  STREET 
New  York  City 


IGOMA  IMPORT  & 
EXPORT  CORP. 

150  NASSAU  STREET 
New  York  City 


worth  2-0837 

FAMOUS   NAME    BRANDS   HATS 

$3.00— None  Higher 

Greetings  to  the  Graduates 

ABE  WASSERMAN 

16  ELIZABETH  STREET  (Arcade) 

New  York  City 

Open  Until  7  Every  Evening 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF 

MR.  JACOB  REISS 

MR.  SAM  FEINER 

RABBI  M.  GORODEISKY 

RIVER  PARKWAY  LAUNDRY 

MR.  PLASHKO 
Yonkers,  N.  Y. 

FRIEDMANS  CLOTHES  SHOP 

35  Palisade  Avenue 

Yonkers,  N.  Y. 

DALTON'S  HATS 

53   Palisade  Avenue 

Yonkers,  N.  Y. 

ROXY  BARBER  SHOP 

1548  St.  Nicholas  Avenue 
Chaver  L'Bachurai  Ha  Yeshiva 

PALESTINE  HOUSE,  INC. 
8  West  28tli  Street 


SUNNY  CHILD  UNDERWEAR 
INC. 

482  BROOME  STREET 
NEW  YORK  CITY 


Compliments  of 


MR.  RUBINSTEIN 


Compliments  of 


MR.  and  MRS. 


NATHAN  L.  JACOBSON 


19  DELL  WOOD  ROAD 


WOOSTER,  MASS 


Compliments  of 


MR.  and  MRS.  A.  SELIGSON 


Compliments  of 

DEBORAH  GREENFIELD 


Compliments  ol 

SHLOMO  SHLIEFER 
19  W.  85th  ST.  N.  Y.  24,  N.  Y. 
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May  you  offer  all  your  strength 
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to  make 
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PALESTINE  A  HOMELAND 
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CARL  I.  SCHRAG 
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Issy  Rosenberg 
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Compliments  of 
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A.  H.  ONISH 
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MAYFAIR  SUPER  MARKETS 
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All 
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Knickerbocker   Yarn  Co.,  Inc. 

INC. 
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635  SIXTH  AVENUE 

4516  AVENUE  D 
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605  BRIGHTON  BEACH  AVE. 
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New  York  City 
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Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 
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Compliments  of 
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Compliments  of 

W. 

VICTORY  JOBBING  HOUSE 
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164-168  CANAL  STREET 
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A.  HOLLANDER  &  SONS.  INC. 
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WI  9-8530                       Yes— We  Deliver 
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CROWN  LIQUOR   STORE,  Inc. 
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Your  Favorite  Brand  Always 

FRIEDMAN  BAG  CO. 
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On  Hand 
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From  A  Bottle  To  A  Case 

600  ALISO  STREET 
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6114  FIFTH  AVENUE 
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Los  Angeles,  California 
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Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 
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H.  ECKSTEIN  &  SONS 
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Nineiy-elght  Compliments    to   SIDNEY    SCHWARTZ 
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CONGREGATION  PEOPLE 

OF  RIGHTEOUSNESS 

Yonkers,  New  York 

Nathan  J.  Kaplan.  President 

Compliments  of 

MR.  &  MRS.  A.  MENDELSON 


Yonkers 


New  York 


THE  FOX  SHOP 
Men's  Furnishings  and  Hats 

23  Palisade  Ave.  Yonkers,  N.  Y. 

YOnkers  5-0278 

GREAT  RAPIDS  FURNITURE 

Quality  Furniture 

12  Main  St.  Yonkers  2,  N.  Y. 

Compliments  of 

Mr.  &  Mrs.  CHARLES  PALESTER 

75  Bruce  Ave.  Yonkers,  N.  Y. 

Compliments  of 

MR.  HERSHKOWITZ 

Yonkers  New  York 


Congratulations  to 

ARTHUR  and  CARL 
ROSENBERG 

Upon  Their  Graduation  From 

CONGREGATION   OHAB    ZEDEK 

Yonkers  New  York 

Compliments  of 

JOSEPH  SCHOENFELD 

Treasurer  of  Ohab  Zedek  Messenger 

Yonkers  New  York 

Compliments  of 

MR.  ROSENWASSER 

Yonkers  New  York 

Compliments  of 

DR.  MILLER 

Yonkers  New  York 

Compliments  of 
MR.  &  MRS.  MAX  BRAUN  and  FAMILY 


Yonkers 


New  York 


Compliments  of 

A  FRIEND 

Yonkers  New  York 


Greeting  to  the 

GRADUATES 

FROM  A  FRIEND 
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Greetings  to  the  Graduates 

from 

RABBI  DAVID  B.  HOLLANDER 

Compliments  of 

MR.  &  MRS.  SAM  KREITMAN 

1036  So.  Brook  St.  Louisville  3,  Ky. 

GUTMANN  &  MAYER 

1508   St.  Nicholas  Ave.  4229   Broadway 

Known   for   the   Best  in 

MEATS— POULTRY— DELICATESSEN 

Supervision  Rabbi  Dr.  Joseph  Brauer 

Compliments  of 

MR.  &  MRS.  AARON  GOLDMAN 

Portland,  Maine 

Compliments  of 
MR.  &  MRS.  N.  LINDENBAUM 


Compliments  of 
MRS.  REBECCA  CHADABY 

M.  &  M.  TRADING  CO. 

Nat  Morginstin,  Prop. 
283  Lyons  Ave.  Newark,  N.  J. 

Compliments  of 

B.  PADAWER 

595  West  End  Ave.  New  York  City 


Best  Wishes  to  the 
GRADUATES 
Anonymous 


Compliments  of 

LOUIS  LEVINE 

271  West  125th  St.  New  York  City 

Greetings  from  a  former  Editor 
RABBI  &  MRS.  MOSES  MESCHELOFF 

AND  CHILDREN 
Miami  Beach  Florida 


Regards  from 
I.  GROSS 


Best  of  Luck  to  AL  MORGENSTERN 

from 

LORAIN  PRODUCTS,  INC. 

427-3  W.  Broadway  New  York  City 

Circle  7-5941 

KAHN  &  ROLNICK,  INC. 

Manufacturers  of  Fine  Furs 

20  West  57th  St.         New  York  19,  N.  Y. 

LAckawanna  4-0143 

LOUIS  STERNSCHEIN,  INC. 

Furs  and  Skins 

228  West  29th  St.  New  York  City 

PEnnsylvania  6-8331 

JACOBS  &  HOLLANDER 

Manufacturing  Furriers 

236  W.  30th  St.  New  York  City 
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One  hundred 
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Compliments  of 

BEN  BILLOW 
537  BROADWAY 
NEW  YORK  CITY 


Compliments  of 

WEISS  SHIRT  CO. 
483  BROADWAY  NEW  YORK  CITY 


Compliments  of 

MR.  and  MRS.  JOE  GRAY 


Compliments  of 


MR.  and  MRS.  NATHAN  RIBACH 


Compliments  of 


MAX  FEINBERG 


520  BROADWAY 


NEW  YORK  CITY 


Compliments  of 

MR.  and  MRS.  ALTER 

Compliments  of 

LUBA  TEXTILE  CO. 

478  BROADWAY                       NEW  YORK 

CITY 

Compliments  of 

JACOB  FRANKEL 
190-94    ROSS    ST.  BROOKLYN,    N.    Y. 
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Compliments    to    SIDNEY    SCHWARTZ 


One  hundred  -one 
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OUR  PHOTOENGRAVER 

G  U  I  D  E  O  N  , 

COLONIAL 

May  All  Your  Endeavors  Be  Successful 

ISAAC  GOLDMAN 

PHOTOENGRAVING  CO. 

228  EAST  45th  STREET 

Compliments  of 

NEW  YORK  CITY 

ROSENBLUTH  BROS.  &  CO. 

519  BROADWAY                       NEW  YORK  CITY 
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DELMA  STUDIOS 

521  FIFTH  AVENUE 
NEW  YORK  CITY 

MUrray  Hill  2-3139 

Official  Yearbook  Photographer 


Compliments  of 


JAY    PHOTOGRAPHERS 


STAG, 


PRINTERS    &    STATIONERS 


1271  SIXTH  AVE. 

Printing  on  Premises  NEW    YORK,     N.     Y. 

CI  RCLE    6  -  2770 
"Opposite  Radio  City  Music  Hall" 
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One  hundred  two 


